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I. 
JOURNEr IROM MTTNTCH TO GENOA. 

"A noble toul noter cornea into your reckoning; and it m 
thit which to-iUy has fouiideieij your wiadi<in. (Ha opens hii 
deak. and tnk« out twii [liitols, ul which he luads one and luyi 
lb« other on llie table.")— KoBSDr'9 Poircr of CircvmilancM. 



CHAPTER I. 

I AH the politest man ia tLe world. I am 
happy in the reSection that I have never been 
rude ia this life, where there are go men^ la- 
VOL. n. A 
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tolerable scamps, wbo take you by the button 
and draw out their grievances, or even declaim 
their poems — ^yea, with true Christian patience 
Lave I ever listened to their misereres without 
betraying by a glance the intensity of ennui 
and of boredom into wliich my soul was plunged. 
Like unto a. penitential martyr of a Brahmin, 
who offers up bis body to devouring vermin, so 
that the creatures (also created by God) may 
Ealiate their appetites, bo have I, for a whole day, 
taken my stand, and calmly listened as I grinned 
and bore the chattering of the rabble, and my 
internal sighs were only beard by Him who 
rewards virtue. 

But the wisdom of daily life enjoius politeness, 
end forbids a vexed silence or a vexatious reply, 
even when some chuckle-headed " Commercial 
Councillor" or barren - brained cheesemonger 
makes a set at na, beginning a conversation 
common to all Europe with the words, "Fine 
weather to-day." No one knows but that we 
may meet that same Philistine again, when he 
may wreak bitter vengeance on na for not politely 
replying, " It is very fine weather." Nay, it may 
even happen, dear reader, that thou mayeet, some 
6ne day, come to sit by the Philistine aforesaid 
in the inn at Cassel, and at the lablc d'hote, even 
by bia left aide, when he is exactly the very man 
who has the dish with b jolly brown carp in it, 
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which hö ia memly dividing among the many. 
If he now chance to have some ancient grudge 
against thee, ho pushes away the dish to the 
right, so that thou gettest not the smallest bit of 
tail, and therewith canst not carp at alh For, 
alaä! thon art just the thirteenth at table, which 
is always an nnlucky thing when thou Bittest at 
the left hand of the carver, and the dish goes 
around to the right. And to get no carp ie a 
great evil — perhaps, next to the loss of the 
national cockade, the greatest of all. The Philis- 
tine, who has prepared this evil, now mocks thee 
with a heavy grin, offering thee the kurel leaves 
which iio in the brown sauce. Alas ! what avail 
laurels, if yea havo no carp with them; and the 
Philistine twinkles his eyes and snickers, and 
whispers, " Fine weather to-dny ! " 

Ah ! dear soul, it may even happen to thee 
that thon wilt, at last, come to lie in some 
churchyard next to that same Philistine, and 
when, on the Day of Judgment, thou heareat 
the trumpet sound, and aayest to thy neighbour, 
" Good friend, be bo kind as to reach me yonr 
hand, if yon please, and help me to stand up j 
my left; leg is asleep with this damned long lying 
etill ! " — then thou wüt suddenly remember the 
well-known Philistine laugh, and wilt hear the 
mocking tones of " Fine weather to-day ! " 
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" FoiSE wey-tLer to-day ! " 

Oh, reader, if yoa could only have heard the 
tone — the incomparable treble-baso — in which 
these worda were uttered, and could have seen 
the speaker himself — the arch- prosaic, widow'a- 
saving-bank countenance, the stupid-cute eyelets, 
the cocked-up, cunning, investigating nose — yon 
would have at once said, " This flower grew on 
no common sand, and these tones are in the 
dialect of Charlottenhurg, where the tongue of 
Berlin is spoken oven better than in Berlin 
itself." 

I am the politest man in the world. I love 
to eat brown carps, and I believe in the resurrec- 
tion. Therefore I replied, " In fact, the weather 
is very fine." 

When the son of the Spree heard that, ho 
grappled boldly on me, and I could not escape 
from his endless questions, to which he hiraself 
answered; nor, above all, from his comparisons 
between Berlin and Munich, which latter city 
he would not admit bad b single good hair 
growing on it. 

I, however, took the modern Athens under my 
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protection, being alwa79 accnstomed to praise the 
place wliere I am. Friend reader, if I did tbia at 
tlie expense of Berlin, you will forgive me wlieii 
I qaietly confess that it was done out of pure 
policy, for I am fully aware that if I »liould ever 
begin to praise my good Berliners, my renowu 
would be for ever at an end among them ; for they 
would begin at once to shrug their shoulders, and 
whisper to one another, " The man must bo uu- 
commonly green ; he oven praises us!" No towD 
in the world has so little local patriotism as Ber- 
lin, A thousand miserable poets have, it is true, 
long since celebrated Berlin both iu prose and in 
rhyme, yet no cock in Berlin crowed their praise 
and no hen was cooked for them, and " under the 
Lindens" they were esteemed miserable poets as 
befora On the other band, as little notice is taken 
when some bastard rhymer lets fly in paralasa ' 
directly at Berlin, But let any one dare to write 
anything against Polknltz, Innsbruck, Schilda, 
Posen, Krähwinkel, or otlicr capital cities ! How 
tlie patriotism of the said places would bristle up ! 
The reason of which is: Berlin is no real town, 
bnt eimply a place where many men, and among 
them men of intelligence, assemble who are utterly 



I Parabaua^itBpißäirit. Id the ancient comedy, b piueiys 
sdilfMud directly to the audieuoe. Scbola. Austofh., Nub. 
JI4. — Ifok hg Ttanlliitor. 
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inJifibrent as to tlie place, and tliese persous form 
the intelligent world of Berlin. The stranger 
who passes through sees but the far-atretching, 
uniform- looking houeea, the long, broad streets, 
built by the Une and level, and, very generally, 
by the will of some particular person, but which 
aäbrd no clue to the manner of thinking of the 
multitude. Only Sunday children ' can ever guess 
at the private state of mind of the dwellers there- 
in when they behold the long rows of houses, 
which, like the men themselves, seem striving to 
get as far apart as possible, as if they were star- 
ing at each other with mutual vindlctiveness. 
Only once — one moonlight night — as I returned 
home late from Luther and Wegener, I observed 
that the harsh, hard mood had melted into mild 
Borrow, and that, in reconciliation, thoy would 
fain leap into each otiier's arms ; bo that I, poor 
mortal, who was walking through the middle of 
the street, feared to ba squeezed to death. Many 
would have found this fear laughable, and I my- 
Belf laughed at it when I, the nest morning, 
wandered soberly through the same scene, and 
found the houses yawning aa prosaically at each 
other as before. It is true that it requires several 



■ Sundaj/ diitdren. Those who are born on Siinday Hre iiup- 
poud, Id Genniui;, to be better able bi> eco ghoita, nod to liars 
• greiter Inalght into ipiritoal mysteriei thui olber peoiil«. 
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bottles of poetry, if a man wishes to see anything 
more in Berlia tbaa dead houses and Berlinera, 
Here it is hard to see ghosts. The town contains 
so few antiquities and is so new ; and yet all thia 
"new" is already bo old, so withered, and dead. 
For, as I said, it has grown, in a great degree, 
not from the intellect of the people, but from that 
of iudividuala. Frederick the Great is of course 
the most eminent among these. What he dia- 
covered was the firm foundation, and had nothing 
been built in Berlin since his death, we should 
have had a histono monument of the soul of that 
prosaic, wondrous hero, who, with downright Ger- 
man hravory, set forth in himself the reSned 
insipidity and Suurisliing freedom of intelligence, 
the shallowness and the excellence of bia age. 
Potsdam, for instance, seems to be such a monu- 
ment ; amid its deserted streets we wander among 
the writings of the philosopher of Sans Sonet; it 
belongs to his anvrcs posthumcs, and though it 19 
now but petrified waste paper, and looks ridicu- 
looa enough, we still regard it with earnest in- 
terest, and suppress an occasional emile when it 
rises, as if we feared a sudden blow across our 
backs from the Malacca cane of " old Fritz." But 
such feelings never assail U3 in Berlin; we there 
feel that old Frita and his Malacca cane have lost 
their power, or else there would not peep so many 
sickly, stnpid countenances from the old enlight- 
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ened windows of the healthy town of reason, nor 
would so many stnpid, superstitious houses have 
settled down among the old sceptical, philoso- 
phical dwellings. I would not be misunderstood, 
nnd expressly remark that I am not here in any 
wise snappiog at the new Werder Church — that 
Gothic temple in revived proportions — which has 
been put, out of pure irony, between modem 
buildings, in order to allegorically indicate how 
childish and stupid it would appear if any one 
were desirons of reviving the long obsolete insti- 
tutions of the Middle Ages among the new for- 
mations of a modern day. 

The above remarks are applicable only to the 
exterior of Berlin, and if any one wishes to com- 
pare Munich, in this relation, to Berlin, he may 
Fafely assert that it forms its very opposite. For 
Munich is a town built by the people in person, 
and by one generation after another, whose pecu- 
liar Bpirit is still visible in their architectural 
works ; 80 that we behold there, as in the witch 
Bcene in " Äfacbeth," a chronological array of 
ghosts, from the dark red spectre of the Middle 
Ages, whn, in full armour, steps forth from some 
ecclesiastical Gothic doorway, down to the accom- 
plished and light-footed sprite of our own age, 
who holds out to us a mirror in which every one 
complacently beholds himself reflected. In all 
these scenes there is something which reconciles 
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onr feelings ; tbat which is barbaric does not dia- 
torb UB, and the old-faahioned does not seem 
repognant when we are brought to regard it &a 
ft beginning to that which comes after, and as a 
necessary transition state. We are casb into an 
earnest but not nnpleasanb state of mind when 
we gaze npon that barbaric cathedral,' which 
rises like a colossal boot-jack over the entire city, 
and hides in its bosom the shadows and ghosts 
of the Middle Ages, With as little impatience — 
yes, with qnizzical ease— we regard the brick-in- 
tieir-h at- looking castles of a later period, those 
plamp German imitations of polished French 
unnatural nesB, the stalely dwellings of tasteless- 
ness, madly ornamental and flourishing from with- 
out, and still more filagreeishly decorated within 
with screamingly variegated allegories, gilt arnb- 
esqoe?, stnccoea, and odd paintinga wherein the 
late nobility, of happy memory, are represented — 
the cavaliers with red, tipsy-sober faces, over which 
the long wigs fall down like powdered lion's 
manes — the ladies with stiff toupees, steel corsets, 
which pressed their hearts tog^lher, and immense 
travelling jackets, which give them an all the 



' Thii TMt structure, " Tli« Church of Our Liuly," U built 
•ntinljl (•( large btiult, and wna erected in 14SS. U \i r-miitk- 
kble tot it> two d<in]e>l-cappt-J tuwern, 333 feet in ht'ii;lit. 
WilliiD tills chiircb in the vut bronze tomb uf the Empcroi 

•wU llie BatuikD.— A'uic by Traiulalor. 
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more prosaic oontinuation. As remarked, this 
view does not nntune us ; it contributes all tL« 
more to make ua rightly appreciate the present, 
and, when we beliold the new works near the old, 
we feel as if a heavy wig had been lifted from 
our heads, and steel Haks unbound from about 
oar hearts, I here speak only of the genial 
temples of art and noble palaces which in bold 
splendour have bloomed forth from the spirit of 
the great master, Klenze. 



CHAPTER m. 

BtiT, a(ler all, between yon and I, reader, when 
it comes to calling the whole town " a new 
Athens," the designation is a little absurd, and 
it costs me not a little trouble to represent it in 
this light. This went home to my very heart 
in the dialogue with the Berlin Philister, who, 
though he had conversed for some time with 
me, was unpoUte enoogh to find an utter want 
of the first grain of Attic salt in the new 
Athens. 

" That," he cried tolerably loudly, " is only to 
bo found in Berlin, There, and there only, ia 
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wit and irony. Here they hare good white beer, 
but no irony."^ 

" No, wa haven't got irony," cried Nannerl, the 
pretty, well-formed waiting-maid, who at this 
instant sprang past ns ; " but you can have any 
other sort of beer." 

It grieved mo to the heart that Nannerl should 
take irony to be any Bort of beer, were it even 
the beet brew of Stettin, and to prevent her frotn 
falling in future into such errors, I began to teach 
her nfler the following wise ; — " Pretty Nannerl, 
irony iB not beer, but an invention of the Berlin 
people — the wisest folks in the world — who wer» 
awfully vexed because they cnme too late into 
the world to invent gunpowder, and therefore 
undertook to find out somothiDg which should 
answer as well Once upon a time, my dear, 
when a man hod Eaid or done something stupid, 
how could the matter be helped ? That which 
was done could not be undone, and people said 
that the man was an asa. That was disagree- 
able. In Berlin, where the people are shrewdest, 
and where the most stupid things happen, the 
people soon found out the inconvenience. Tba 
Government took hold of tho matter vigorously ; 
only the greater blunders were allowed to be 



* Aa onintelliglble pausge. Berlin, not Munich, biu klw^jra 
)Men (umoiu [or «hite (or wbnU beer. — tCatt by Trumlalor. 
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printed, the lesser were simply suffered in con- 
versation ; only professors and liigh officials could 
Bay stupid tbings in public, leaser people could 
only tDftbe assea of tliemaelves in private; but 
all of these regulations were of no ovail ; eup- 
presaod stupidities availpd themselvea of extra- 
ordinary opportunities to come to light, those 
below were protected by those above, and tlie 
emergency was terrible, until some one discovered 
a reactionary menus, whereby eveiy piece of stu- 
pidity could change its nature, and even be meta- 
morphosed into wisdom. The process is altogether 
plain and easy, nnd consista simply in a nion'a 
declaring that the stupid word or deed of which 
ha has been guilty was meant ironically. Bo, 
my dear girl, all things get along in this world, 
stupidity becomes irony, toadyism which has 
missed its aim becomes satire, natural coarseness 
is changed to artistic raillery, real madness is 
humour, ignorance real wit, and thou thyself art 
finally the Aspasia of the modern Athens," 

I would have said more, but pretty Nannerl, 
whom I had up to this point held fast by the 
apron-striog, broke away loose by main force, ob 
the entire band of assembled guests began to roar 
for " A beer! a beer I "in stormy chorus. But 
the Berliner himself looked like irony incarnate 
us he remarked the enthusiasm with which the 
ibaming glasses were welcomed, and after point- 
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ing to a group of beer-drmliers wlio toasted tbeir 
hop-nectctr and disputed ob to its oxcellence, ho 
Baid, smiling, " Those are yonr Athenians ! " 

The remarks which he availed himself of this 
opportunity to shove in fairly vexed me, as I 
must confess that at heart I cherish not a Uttlo 
lovB for our modem Athens, and I accordingly 
improved the occasion to intimate to my head- 
strong fault-finder that the idea had only recently 
occurred to ns that we were as yet raw hands at 
modern Athens-making, and that our great minds, 
BS well as the better educated public, are not yet 
eo far advanced that it will bear looking at too 
closely. All as yet is in the beginning, and far 
from completion. Only the lower lines of busi- 
ness have as yet been taken up, "and it can 
scarcely have escaped your observation that we 
have "plenty of owla, sycophants, and Phrynes," 
True, the higher characters are wanting, and 
therefore many a man must assume different 
parts ; for instance, onr poet who sings the deli- 
cate Greek boy-love has also taken on him Aristo- 
phanic coarseness ; but he is capable of anything, 
and possesses everything which a great poet should, 
except a few trifles, such as wit or imagination, 
and if he hod mach money ho would be a rich 
man. But what we lack in quantity is assuredly 
made up to us in quality. We have but one 
great sculptor, but he is a ■' Jioa." We have but 
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one great orator, but I believe from ray soul that 
Demostbenoa could not thunder bo loudly over a 
malt tax in Attica. And if we have never poboned 
a Socrates, it wsa not because we lack poison. 
And if we have as vet no actaal DcmoB, no entire 
populace of demagogues, at least we could supply 
a Bhow sample of the article la & demagogue 
by profession, who in himself outweighs a whole 
pile of twaddlers, mtizzlera, poltroons, and similar 
blackguards ; and hero he is in person ! 

I cannot resist the temptation to describe the 
figure which here presented itself. I leave the 
question open to discnssion whether this figure 
could with justice assert that its head had any- 
thing human in it, and whether it could on that 
account legally claim to be considered as human. 
I should myself have taken this head for that of 
an ape, only out of courtesy I will let it pass for 
a man's. Its cover was a cloth cap, shaped like 
Mambrino'a helmet, below which hung down 
long, stiff, black hnir, which was parted in front 
ä I'enfant. On that side of this head which 
gave itself out for a face, the Goddess of Vul- 
garity had set her seal, and that with so much 
force that the nose had been aashed flat; the 
depressed eyes seemed to be seeking this nose in 
vain, and to feel grieved because they could nob 
find it ; an unpleasantly smelling smile played 
around the mouth, which was altogether enchant- 
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ing, and miglit hare inspired our Greek bastard 
poet to the most delicate " Gazelles." The 
clothes were, firstly, an old German coat, some- 
what modified, it ia tme, by tlie most pressing 
requisitions of modern European civilisation, but 
still in its cat recalling that worn by Arminiua 
in the Teotobergian forests, the primitive form 
of which has been as myaterionsly and tradition- 
aliy preserved by a patriotic tailor's union, as 
was once Gothic architecture by a mystical Free- 
mason's guild. A wliite-washed collar which 
deeply and signiScantly contrasted with the bare 
old German neck, covered the collar of this 
fsmcas coat; from the long sleeves hung long 
dirty hands, and between these appeared a long, 
slow body, beneath which waddled two short, 
lively legs — the entire form was a drnnken-sick- 
diEzy parody of the Apollo Eeividero. 

" And that is the Demagogue of the Modern 
Athens ! " cried the Berliner, with a mocking 
langh. *' Good Lard 1 can tliat be a countrj'man 
of mine ! I can hardly believe mee own eyes ! 
that is the one who — no, that is the fact ! " 

" Yea, ye deluded Berliners," I exclaimed, not 
«ithont excitement, " ye recognisa not your own 
geninseB and stone your prophets. Bot u-e caa 
make nse of all I " 

"And what will you do with this anlncky 
insect?" 
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" He can bo naed for anytbiDg wliere jmaping, 
croeping, sentiroent, gormandising, piety, nach 
old German, a little Latin, and no Greek at all 
ia needed. He can really jump very well over a 
cane ; makes tables of all sorts of all possible 
leaps, and list« of all possible ways of reading 
old German poetry. Withal be represents a 
Fatberlaud'a love without being in the least 
dangerous. For every one knows that he left the 
old German demagogues, among whom he acci- 
dentally once found himself very suddenly, when 
he found that there was danger afoot, which by 
no means agreed with the Christian -like feelings 
of his soft heart. But since the danger has 
passed away, the martyrs suffered for their opinions, 
and even our most desperate barbers have doffed 
their old German coals, the blooming season of 
our prudent rescuer of the Fatherland has really 
begun. He alone has still retained the dema- 
gogue costume and the phrases belonging to it; 
ha still esalts Armiuius tho Cheruscon and 
Thusnelda as though they were blood relations; 
he still presei-vcs his German patriotic hatred for 
the Latin Babeldora, against the invention of 
Boap, against Thiersch's heathen Greek grammar, 
against Quintilius Varus, against gloves, and 
against all men who have decent noses ; and so 
he stands there, the wandering monument of a 
passed away time, and, like the last of the 
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Moliicims. 60 too does lie remaia the lost of tlie 
Demsgogiies, of sU that mighty horde. You 
therefore see Low we in our Modern Athena, 
where demagogues are entirely wanting, can use 
this man. We have in him a very good dema- 
gogue, who is Eo tame as to lick any boot, and 
eat from the hand hazelnuts, chestnuts, cheese, 
sausages, in short, will eat anything given to 
him ; and as he is the only one of his sort, we 
have the further advantage that when he has 
kicked the bucket we can stuS* him and keep 
him, hide and hair, for posterity as a specimen 
of the Last Demagogue, But, I pray yon, say 
nothing of flU this to Professor Liclitenstein in 
Berlin, or he will reclaim him fur the Zoological 
Museum, which might occoaion a war between 
Prussia and Bavaria, as nothing would ever in- 
duce us to give him up. Already the English 
are on the qui vive and bid two thousoud seven 
hundred and seventy guineas fur him ; already 
the Austrians have offered a giraffe for him ; but 
our ministry has expressly declared that the Last 
of the Demagogues shall not be sold at any price 
■ — he will one day be the pride of our cabinet of 
natural history ond the ornament of our town." 

The Berliner appeored to listen somewhat dis- 
tractedly — moro attractive objects had drawn hia 
attention, and ho GniJIy interrupted me wilh the 
words, "Excuse me, if you please, if I interrupt 

VOU II. B 
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you, bat will you be so kiud oa to tell me what 
aort of a dog that is which runs thero ? **■ 

" That is another puppy." 

" All t yoQ don't understand me. I refer to 
the groat white shaggy dog without a taiU" 

" My dear sir, that is the dog of the roodero 
Alcibiades." 

" But," exclaimed the Berliner, " where is Uiea 
the modern Alcibiades himself?" 

"To tell tho plain truth," I replied, "the office 
is not as yet occnpicJ, and we have, so far, only 
liis dog." 



CüATTER lY. 

TnE place where this conversation occuiTod 13 
called Bogcnhauson, or Neuburghnusen, or Villa 
Hompcsch, or tho Montgelaa Garden, or the 
Little Castle; but there is no need of meulion- 
ing it3 name, for if ntiy one undortafces to rido 
out of Munich, the cniicliman understands us by 
a certain thirety twiuklo of the eyes, by well- 
known noddings of the head, anticipatory of 
enjoyment, and by grimaces of the same family. 
The Arab has a thousand expressions for a sword, 
the Frenchman for love, the EngUahman for bang- 
ing, the German for drinking, and the modem 
Athenian for the place where he drinks. The 
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beer is in tta place aforeaaid realty very good, 
even in the Piytanoeum, viJgo " Eokakeller," ib is 
no better, and it tastes aJmirably, especially oa 
that Btair-tcrrace wliere we have tlie Tyrolese 
Alps beforo oar eyes. I oUton sat tliere daring 
the p&st wiatcr, gazing oa the snow -covered 
niouQtatns, which, gleaming in the Bun-rays 
Bccnied like molten silver. 

lu those days it was also winter in my eonl. 
Thoaghta and feeÜDgs seemed as it were snowed 
in, and my sonl was dried up and dead. To this 
was added political vexations, grief for a dearly 
loved lost child, and an old source of griof with 
a bad cold. Moreover, I drank much beer, having 
been assured that it made light blood. But tlia 
best Attic Breiltalnt^ profited not by mo, who 
hod previouBly in England accustomed myself to 
porter. 



' Srfihakn, Uter»11y " brew-cock." A few Mntutle« «go llie 
tmn Brtihahn wu nppÜL-d only to A »ort of Uanoveriiu) beer. 
Ilut it it DDW of Qiiirc gvniriil application. Id the treatiec Dt 
JaiX f'ulandi, ithith fi'inia a pnrt iif the Fuetlla Faccliarua, 
«lit. 1645, p. 61. 1 find the (uUowing list of the llitn faihianaUu 
bvm ; — " Meopt^alui may i» mi hianditur ctrtvUüi Rottoetiientiit 
DünUigtr Dubbdl Bier, Fituuinijk, ßrauiudivxii/iiijie, tlunme, 
Knitmaei, /lannamicK Hieyhan. Englitrki Sicr, ZerhiUr, 
Taryrr (juam Äiutueti Barffd^ HaitrMni, Klatiiht. "Boole,'' 
waypmtA bj the I'mich to me^rn a glass of Loer, is liCurally 
"goat,*' ^i"! "■" iiiUDe of a "cellar" In Munich where • 
|>rc»1iiir and »trting beer kniiwn u Bockbier waa lutd only 
during the nuDlh of May. It wu aueneded by tbeSu/iMlorbevri 
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At lost came tlie day wlien all clianged. Tbfl 
ena burst forth from tlie heavea aod enckled the 
earth, that ancieut child, nith her gleamiDg milk, 
the hitia trembled with joy, and their anow-teara 
ran down mighty ia their power, The ice on the 
lakes cracked and broke, the earth opened her 
blue eyee, the dear flowers and the ringing woods 
ran forth from hor bosom, the green palaces of 
the nightingales and all nature laughed, and this 
laughter was spring. In my soul there began 
also a new spring ; new flowers sprouted from my 
heart, feelings of freedom like roses shot up, and 
therewith secret longings, like young violets, amid 
which were many useless nettles. Hope again 
dre\¥ her cheerful green covering over the graves 
of my desires, even the raelodies of poetry came 
ngain to rue like birds of passage who have gone 
with winter to the warm South, and who now again 
seek their abandoned nests in the North, and 
the neglected Northern heart rang aod bloomed 
as of old — only I knew not how all this happened. 
Was it a brown or a blonde sun which awoke 
spring once more in my heart, and kissed awoke 
all the sleeping flowers in my bosom, and laughed 
up the nightingales? Was it elective Nature 
herself which Bought its echo in my breast, and 
gladly mirrored herself therein with her fresh 
6pring gleam ? I know not, hut I believe that 
the terrace at Bogenhousen, in view of the Tyro- 
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lese Alps, gave my lieart a ne^ enchantment. 
When I But tliere deeply bnried in tliouf:;!it, it 
often seemed to me aa though I saw the counto- 
nance of o wondrous lovely youth peeping over 
the mountains, and I longed for wings that I 
might hasten to his home-land, Italy. Often did 
1 feel myself surrounded by the perfumes of orange 
and lemon groves, which blew from the hills, 
enticing and calling me to Italy. Once even in 
the golden twilight I saw the yoong Spring God, 
large aa life, standing on the summit of nn Alp. 
Flowers and laurels surrounded his .joyful head 
and with smiling eyes and merry month he criod, 
" I love thee — seek me in Italy ! " 



CHAPTER V, 

Mt glance may have quivered soinowhat longingly, 
as I, in doabt over the immeasurable dialogue of 
the Philistines, gazed at the lovely Tyrolese Alps, 
and sighed deeply. My Berlin Philister, however, 
saw in this glance and sigh fresh subject for con- 
versation, and sighed with me. " Ah ! yea ; I too 
would now be so glad to be in Constantinople ! 
Ah! to see Constantinople was always the one 
niah of my life ; ond now, certain eure by tliia 
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■time, tlie liussinns Iiave got in tliero. Ab ! 
Constantinople! Have you visiied St. Petera- 
burg?" I ftdmitted that I Lad not, and bogged 
him to narrate something of it. But it was not 
he himseir, but his brother-in-law, the Court 
Chamber Councillor, who had been there, and it 
was an altogether peculiar sort of a town. "Ilavo 
you seen Copenhagen though ? " Having replied 
in the negative, I also requested some sfcetcli of 
the latter place, when he laughed very significantly, 
nodding hia head here and there right pleasantly, 
assuring me upon his honour that I could fonn no 
sort of idea of the town if I had not been there. 
"That," I replied, " cannot just at present be the 
case, I am now thinking over another journey, 
which first came into my head this spring — I 
intend travelling in Italy." 

As the map heard those words, he suddenly 
leaped from his chair, pirouetted three times on 
one foot, and trilled, Tcrili! Tirili! Tirilil 

That was the last spur. " To-morrow I start ! " 
was my determination on the spot. I will delay 
DO longer. I will at once see that land, the mere 
mention of which so inspires the driest and most 
commonplace of mortals, that he at once, in 
ecstasy, trÜla like a qnail, AVhile I at homo 
packed my trunk, that Tirili rang constantly \n 
my ears ; and my brother, Maximilian Heine, who 
the next day accompanied me as far as the Tyrol, 
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could not cotnpreliend nliy it was tbnt, on the 
whole way, I did not speak a single sensiUe word, 
and coDstanll; iiril-eed. 



ClIAriER VL 

TiRiLi! Tirilil I livo! I feel tlio sweet p^in 
of existence ! I feel all the joys and sorrowa of 
lifo! I suffer for the salvation of the whole 
human racol I clone for their sins — but I also 
enjoy them. 

And I also feel not only with humanity, bub 
with the world of plants. Their thousand green 
tongoea narrate tho sweetest, gentlest tales to 
me J they know that I have not eelfish human 
pride, and that I converse aa willingly with tlio 
lowliest meadow floweret as with tho loftiest pines. 
Ah ! I know Iiow it is with those pines ! They 
shoot heaven-high from tho depth of tho valley, 
und well nigh range over tho boldest mountain 
rocks. But how long does their glory last ? At 
the utmost a few miserable centories, when, weary 
with age, they bre-ak down and rot on the ground. 
Then, by night, the treacherous cat ' comes steal- 



' In one edition EättdHni in the tut, KäuitiHn or uwlvt. 
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iDg qnickly from clefts in the rocks, and mocks 
them: " Ka, ye strong pinea — ye who hoped to 
vie with the rocks — now ye lie broken adown 
tliere, and the rocks stand nnshaken as before," 

The engle, who aits oa hia favourite lonely 
rocks and listens to this scorn, must feel pity in 
Lis soul, for he then thinks on his own destiny. 
For even he knows not how deeply ho may some 
day be bedded. But the stars twinkle so sooth- 
ingly, the forest strenms ripple so consolingly, 
and his own soul leaps so proudly over all potty 
thoughts, that he soon forgets them. When the 
Bun cornea forth he foels aa before as he flies iip- 
warda to it, and when near it, sings his joy and 
his pain. U h fellow- creatures, especially men, 
believe that the eagle cannot sing, and know nnt 
lliat he only lifts hia voice in music when far 
from the realm which they inhabit, and that in 
hia pride he will only be heard by the sun. And 
ho is right, for it might occur to some of the 
feathered mob down below there to criticise Iiis 
song. I myself have heard such critics. The 
hen stAnds on one leg and clucks that the singer 
has no " soul ; " the turkey gobbles that he nccda 
" earnest feeling;" the dove coos that he cannot 
feel " true love ; " the goose quacks that he is 
"ignorant of science;" the capon chuckles out 
that ho is "immoral;" the martin twitters that 
he is " irreli^ous ; " the sparrow pipes that " he ia 



ITALY. tS 

not sufficiently prolific ; " hoopoos} popinjays, nnil 
Bcreech-owla, nil cackling, and gabLiling-, and yell- 
ing; — only the nightingale joins not in the noise 
of these critics. Caring naught for lior contem- 
poraries, the red rose is her only thonght and ber 
only song ; deep lost in dosire, sbo flatters aroarnl 
that red rose, and wild with inspiration she leaps 
among the loved thorns, and sings and bleeds. 



CTUrXER VIL 

There is an eagle in the German Fatherland 

whose fiun-Rong rings so powerfully that it may 
also be heard here below, and even the nightin- 
gales cease to sing, in spite of all their melodious 
pains. Thou art that eagle, Karl Immermann, 
and I often think of thee in tliat land of which 
thou hast snng so sweetly. How could I travel 
throngh the Tyrol without thinking of the " Tra- 
gedy"? 

Now, of course, I have eoen things in another 
light; but 1 wonder that the poet, who created 
from the fulness of his soul, fihould hove ap- 

I WMdiatpchen. Pprlinpa thia word tnight b« kIbd ranili'red 
" {wob'puoh." It is slwa;! uacd contviniituounly, from 111« 
•■Krt«d Qkhy habita of the bird. — Nott by Trandaior. 
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proQched ao near tho reality, wliicli lie liad never" 
Been. I was most pleased with tbo reflection tliat 
" The Tragedy inTyrol" waa prohibited. I tiiouglit 
of the words which my friend Moser wrote rao, 
when be eaid that tho Becond volume of tho 
" Pictures of Travel " was forbidden : " It waa 
needless for Government to put the book under 
the ban — people would have read it without 
that." 

In Inusbruck, in tlio Golden Engle, where 
Andreas Ilofer had lodged, and where every 
corner is still filled with his portraits and me- 
mentoes, I asked the landlord, Herr Niedor- 
kircbner, if Lekncw anything of the "Sandwirtli." 
Then the old gentleman boiled over with elo- 
quence, and confidentially informed me, with divera 
winks, that the whole story had at last come out 
in a book, which was, however, altogether pro- 
liibited ; and having led me to a dark chamber, 
where he carefully preserved Iiis relics of the 
Tyrolese war, unrolled from a dirty blue paper a 
well-thumbed green-looking book, which I found, 
to my astonishment, was Immermann'a " Tragedy 
in the Tyrol." I told the landlord, not without 
pride, that the man who had written it was my 
friend. Herr Niedorkirchner would fain know 
as much as possible of him. I said that he was 
one who had seen service, a man of good stature, 
very honourable, and very gifted in writinf», so 
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lliat lie seldom foanil hia like. But Herr Nicder- 
kircbner would not believe tliat he was a Prus- 
siün, and exclaimed, witli a compassionate smilo, 
" Oh, get oat ! " ' Ho insisted on believing that 
Iinmermann was a Tyroler, and that he had 
fonght in the war — " How else could he have 
known all aboat it ? " 

Strange fancies these of the mnUitndc ! They 
Bcck their histories fi'om the poet, and not from 
l!ie historian. They ask not for bare facts, but 
tliose facts again dissolved in the original poetry 
from which they sprung. This the poets well 
know, and it is not without a certain mischievous 
pleasure that they mould at will popular memories, 
perhaps in mockery of pride-baked historians and 
parchment- minded keepers of State docnmenta. 
Greatly was I delighted when, amid the stalls of 
the ln£t fair, I saw the liistory of Belisariua 
banging up in the form of coarsely coloared 
engravings, and those not according to Procopiaa, 
bnt exactly as descriljed in Schenk's trngedy. 
"So history is falsified!" exclaimed a pedantio 
friend who accompanied me; "it knows nothing 
of a slandered wife, nn imprisoned son, a loving 
daughter, and the like modern fictions of the 



' ITaniin niekl gart One ihcnild havs lived in BavanA or 
tiie T;r»l U> a|iptccift[« tbe (nil loiee ol thii noDaaaeiiling Ben* 
Uuoc. UWraJly it mcaps, " Why not entirulj no 1 " 



sS 



nCTUBES OF TRAVEL. 



heart 1 " But is this really an error ? Must Biiit 
be at once brought against tlie forger? No, I 
deny the accusation I For tlicy give tha sense in 
bU its trutlifulnesB, thongh it be clothed in in- 
verted form and circumstance. There are races 
whoso whole history has only been handed down 
in this poetic wise, such as tho Hindoos. For 
Buch lays as the Mahabarala give tho sense and 
spirit of Indian history far more accurately thaa 
any writer of compendinma could with all his 
9hronology. From the same point of view I 
would assert that Walter Scott'a romances give, 
occasionally, the spirit of English history far more 
truthfully than Hume has done ; at least, Sartorius 
was very much in the right when ho, in his 
supplement to Spittler, places those romances 
among English historical works.' 

It is with poets ns with dreamers, who in 
sleep disgniao those internal feelings which their 
souls experience from real external canses, sinco 
they at once assign on the spot by dreaming, to 
the latter, altogether different causes from the 
real, which, however, in one reapect, amount to 
the same thing, in that they bring forth tha 
Eamo feelings. So, in Immermann's "Tragecly," 



' In ]ike mnnner b diatinBuishod jurist hod Wirrcn's "Ton 
Thoiuood B Year" boand ID »If Und placed among bii U« 

bookc—^Dtf bi TraiidaivT, 
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many dramatic attributes are ratber arbitrarily 
added, but the hero himself, the central point of 
feeling, ia accurately dreamed, and if this dream- 
form eeems visionaiy, it is still truthful. Baron 
Ilormayr, who is the most competent judge of 
this matter, turned my attention to this circum- 
stance when I, on a recent occasion, had the 
pleasure of conversing with him. Immermann 
has very accurately set forth the mystical in- 
dividual life, the superEtitious piety, and tlie 
epic character of the man. Ho symbolised to 
the life that trne-Iiearted dove, who with a 
glittering sword in the bill swept so heroically 
liko martial love true over the hills of Tyrol, 
uutil the bullets of Mantua penetrated her heart. 
Bat what is most honourable to the poet i^ 
the equally accurate description of the opponenf, 
whom he has not described as a raging Gesslcr 
merely to exalt his adversary. If the one be a, 
dove with the sword, the latter is not less an 
ea{;le with the olive branch. 
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CnATTEB VIII. 



Is tlie puliÜc room of the inn of Herr NJeJor- 
kirclmer at Innabruclt hang side by Bide in 
peaceful unison the portraits of Andreas Hofor, 
Napoleon Bonaparte, and Louis of Bavaria. 

Innsbruck itaelf is an uninhabitable, stupid 
town. It may, perhaps, appear more intelligent 
and agreeable in winter, when tlie high mountains 
with which it is surrounded are covered with 
snow, and the avalanches thunder and ice cracks 
and glitters all around. 

I found the summitB of those mountains covered 
with clouds as with grey tnrbans. There we see 
the Marlinswand, the theatre of the pleasantest 
iinpei'ial legends, since it is especially in the 
Tyrol that the memories of the knightly Max 
flourish and ring. 

In the ffofl.-irche — royal church — stand the 
celebrated full-length statues of the princes and 
the princesses of the House of Austria with their 
ancestors, among whom are many who doubtless 
wonder even at the present day how they came 
by the honour. They stand in mighty life-size, 
ca&t in iron, around tie tomb of Maximilian. 
But as the church is small and roof low, they 
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put one in minJ of figures of block wax ia a 
booth in a fair. Oa tlie peJesUl of most iva 
can also read the names of those whom they 
represent. As I looked at these statues, an 
EngUsJi party entered, the leader being a lean 
man with a gopiog coantenance, his thumba 
hooked into the arniholes of his white vest, and 
holding buLwcen liia teeth a leathern Guide des 
Voyagcurt. Behind him came his tall companion 
for life, a lady no longer young, aud who had 
apparently both lived and loved herself out, but 
fitill quite good-looking. Behind them came a 
red porter- face in powder-wbito trimmings, tread- 
ing stiffly along in a ditto coat, bis wooden hands 
ftiDy freighted wiLh my lady's gloves, Alpine 
flowers, and a poodle. 

The trinity' walked straight as a, plumb-line 
to the npper end of the church, where the son of 
Albion explained the statues to his wife, and that 



* In tlie origtiial Hiine usee the wnnl Klielilall, or cluTec 
ItAf, wliidi (likg Iri/olium ill Mediiüval Latlu) (li^nifici in Ger. 
lUAn B lyiiDpany oi three. It wu doubtless ah naaociiitinii wild 
Ibe Trinity which caused lliu clover luaf Cumpotiy of Uirc« to 
ba ffyardud »s ptculiarlj correct. Comiiajnie de truii, com- 
fuffnU dt rvjri, »lyi nn olil French proverb. In Iho drinking 
iMignnge of the kni^hLs oF the UidJIa A^ee it clover le&f uiiUKt 
the d nun ing of throe Urge goblet« of n>iue, encli one atadrnught. 
In DKideni Gornum-atudent pliiue it la ipjilivd to u qirnnlumof 
tlriiilinfnlenail- f.ir ihn* person", or > SaufyetitliKhaft ur club 
ot ihttl nuuilwr.— A'"« by rruiuJuWr, 
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from kia guide-book, in nbicb Le reaJ at full 
length tbe descriptions. The first statue is that 
of King Clodevig of France, the next that of 
King Arthur of England, the third Rudolph of 
Hapaburg, and so forth. But as the poor English- 
man began by mistake the row from above instead 
of from below, as bis guide-book directed, be fell 
into the most exquisite blunders, which were still 
more comic when he came to some lady'a statue, 
which he mistook for that of a man, and vice vtrsd, 
BO that he could not comprehend why Rudolph of 
Hnpfibnrg wore petticoats, or why Queen Maria 
had donned steel breeches, and had a mach too 
long board. I, who was willing to help Lim out 
with my learning, casually remarked that that 
was probably the fashion in those days, and it 
might have also been a pecnliar freak of those 
dignitaries, so that people dared not for their 
lives cast them otherwise. So if it came into 
the head of the then emperor to Luve himself 
"run" in petticoats or swaddling bands, who 
dared object to bis fancy ? 

The poodle barked critically, the lackey stared, 
the gentleman rubbed bia face wiih his bandker- 
chief, and my lady said, " A fine exhil/Uion ; veri/ 
fine, indcali" 
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CUAPTER IX. 

IRIXEN was the second groat town of tlio Tj-rol 
wbich I entered. It lies in a valley, and as I 
arrived there it was covered over with mist and 
the shadows of evening. Twilight, silence, melan- 
choly ding-donging of bells, sheep trotting to their 
sheds, hnman beings to cliurclies, everywhere an 
oppre.ssive smell of ngly saint's images and dry 
hay. 

" The Jesuits are in Brisen," So I had read 
not long before in ffcsjicvus. I looked every- 
where about the streets to find thera, but saw 
nobody who looked like a Jesuit, unless it were a 
fnt man in a clerical three-cornered hat and a 
priestly-cut black coat, rather old and worn ont, 
wbich contrasted strangely with his shining new 
black breeches. 

"That can be no Jeanit," I said, finally to 
myself, for I have always pictured Jesuits to 
myself as rather loan. But are there really any 
Jesuits? It often scoms to me that their exist- 
ence is only a chimera, as though it were only a 
fear of them which still goes ghosting* about in 



■ 5;iulm, 1.1 Dj-peir u k glioil — to ghuit it. la I'lnla 
rrnnsj'lvuiiK Engliib, to l^oot, 
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our lieaja long aflor tlie peril is over; and ail 
tlie zeal Btill manifested against Jesuits put me 
in mind uf people who, after it Las ceased to 
rain, go walking about with opened and luted 
umbrelka. Yes, I o£ten tliink tLat the Devil, 
Nobility, and Jesuits exist only so long as wo 
Iwlieve in tliem. We know it iu truth of tbo 
Devil, for only the believers have ever seen him. 
Also as regards the nobility, wo shall soon expe- 
rience that the bojiTie socU'U has ceased to exist 
BO soon as the ^od citizen takes it into Lis Lead 
not to regard them any longer as the Imme socUlJ, 
Cut tlie Jesuits 1 At least tLey no longer wear 
the old breeches. \ The old Jesuits lie in their 
graves with their old breeches, their longings, 
their world plans, tbcir tni-kg, distinctions, reser- 
vations, and poisons, and what we now seo slip- 
ping tLrough the world in new shining breeches, 
is not as much their spii-il as their spectre, — 
on awkward, silly, weak-minded spectre, wLicli 
daily seems striving by word and deed to con- 
vince us how little there is terrible in it ; and 
indeed it reminds us of a similar gLost in tho 
TLuringian forest, which obligingly freed those 
who were terrified at it from all terror by taking 
ils skull from its shoulders and showing all the 
world that it was hollow and empty./ 

I cannot refrain from mentioning by tba way 
tLat I accidentally learned more of Iho man iu 
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tbe sLiiiing new breecUoB, and ascertained that 
Le was nn Jesoit, but ouly one of tlie common 
Eort of tte Lord's cuttla Tor I met Iiira in tlie 
public room of my iun, wLere lie was taking 
Eiipper in company with a long, lean man, en- 
titled " Exceilency," wbo resembled ttie old 
baclielorly conotry squire described by Shako- 
Epeare as closely as If Nature bad plaginrised bim 
from the great outlior. Butb enjoyed their meala, 
wbile they persecuted the girl who waited on 
lem with caresses, which Eecmed to disgust to 
e last degree the charming, beautiful creature, 
until she iinally brolio from them by main force,' 
when the one clapped her smartly behind, while 
the other songht to embrace her in front. Then 
they began with the most vulgar jests, which Iho 
maiden, as they well knew, could not help bear- 
ing, fts ahe was obliged to remain in the room 
BuJ wait on the company and spread my table. 
But when, Gnaliy, their language became literally 
intolerable, she at once left everything standing 
:id disappenred througb the door. When she 
turned, which »as not for some minutes, it was 
with a imie dtild on her arm, which she continued 
to bold during the lime that she remained in ths 
room, though it greatly impeded her movements. 
But the two companions — the clerical as well &b 
tbe noble gentleman — did not venture any more 
to insult tbe girl, who now, without manifesting 
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any ill-feeling, but still with aingular seriousnoas, 
waited on tlietn until tlie end. Their Ianguag;6 
took another direction; both conversed on the 
usnal subjects of conspiracies against the throno 
and the altar; they agreed on the necessity of 
strong measures, and often clasped in turn the 
Land of holy alliance. 



CHAPTER X. 

The wortß of Joseph von Hormayr are indis- 
pensable to him who would study the history of 
the Tyrol, while for ita more recent records he 
himself is the best, and in many respects the 
only source. He is for the Tyrol what John von 
Müller is for Switzerland; a comparison which 
frequently suggests itself. They are like next 
neighboura ; both were inspired in early youth 
with love for the Alps of their birth j both are 
industrious, scardiing minds, of historical feeling 
and training, John von Midler, of an epic turn, 
cradling his soul in histories of the past. Joseph 
von Hormayr, quick and earnest in his feelings, 
is, on the other hand, impelled more energetically 
into the future, unselfishly ventaring his life for 
tliat which was deax to him. 

Bartholdy's " War of the Tyroleso Peasaotry 
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i Tear I Sop " is an intelligent and well- 
written work, and if it liaa its defects, it is because 
its writer, as is natural for a noble soul, was pre- 
judiced in favour of the weaker party, and becanse 
he still had gunpowder Emoke in his eyes when 
be wrote. 

Many remarkable events of that time have 
never been written down, and exist as yet only 
in the memory of the people, who do not willingly 
epeak of them, because they awaken hopes which 
were deceived. The poor Tyrolese were obliged to 
go through many harali experiences, and if you ask 
them now if they obtiiined as a reward for their 
fidelity all which was promised them, they good- 
naturedly shrug their shoulders und answer naivety, 
that perhaps things were not meant quite bo much 
in earnest as they thought ; that the Emperor has 
' B great deal to think of, and that much passes 

unnoticed through his head. 
^_ Console yourselves, poor rogues! Ye are not 
^Kthe only ones to whom something was promised. 
^Vjt often happens on board great slave-ships, in 
^■terrible storms and amid dangers, that they break 
^Bihe chains of the blacks, and promise them their 
^Kfireedom if they save the vessel. The silly negroes 
^V rejoice at the light of day; tbey hurry to the 
pumps, they stamp in their strength, aid where 
they c^n, leap, haul, coil the cables, and work 
the peril is past. Then, of txjurse, as any 
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one miglit suppose, they are pnt again into 
hold, chained nicely down, and lofl in their dark- 
ness to inako demajogicnl roflections on the pro- 
mises of slave-dealers, whose only care is, the 
danger tDeing over, to swindle some more Boals 
into their power. 

" iiavia referent in nure te novi. 

Fliielual" 

When my old teacher used to explain this 
of Horace, in which the Senate is compared to a 
ship, he was in the habit of making all sorts of 
political reflections, which he abruptly Bnspended 
aft*r the baltlo of Leipzig had been fonght, and 
the whole class was suddenly broken np. 

My old teacher knew it all beforehand. When 
we first hoard of the battle, he shook his grey 
head. Now I know what that shaking meant. 
Soon wo had moro accurate intelligence, and in 
secret people showed one another pictures, in which 
we saw, in varied and instructive form, how the 
higher leaders of the armies knelt on the field 
of bottle and thanked God. 

" Yes, they might thank God," said my teacher, 
and smiled as he was accustomed to do when lie 
commented on Salluet; "the Emperor Napoleon 
has rapped them so often on the head that they 
most eventually loam somclhing," 

Then came the Allies, and the miserable poems 
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er tlio Liberation, " Hermann and Tliusnolda," 
" Hurrah " and tho " Female Union," and the 
" Fatlicrlnnd's Acorne," and the everlasting boast- 
ing of the battle of Leipsig, and once again the 
battle ofLeipEig, and no end thereof 

" It is with these people," remarked my teacher, 
*' as with the Tliebans, when they finally, at 
Lenrtra, overcame the mighty Spartans, and con- 
tinnally boasted of it, bo that Antisthenea com- 
pared ihcm to boys who can, having once beaten 
their master, never cense tfaeir rejoicings. My 
dear youths, it would have been better for na had 
we ourselves got the whipping." 

Soon after the old man died. Prussian grass 
now grows over his grave, and there also are pas- 
tnred the horses of our renewed nobility. 



CU.UTER XL 



The Tyrolese are handsome, cheerful, honourable, 
brave, and of inscrutable narrowness of mind. 
They are a healthy race, perhaps because they are 
too Btupid to be ill. I would also call them a 
noble race, because they evince much discriraina- 
tion in their food, and keep their houses very 
clean ; only they entirely lack the feeling of per- 
BOaal dignity. TLc Tyrolese has a sort of laugli- 
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ing, hnmorous BerviUsm, whicli wears an almost 
ironical air, but wbicli is intended to be tlioroughly 
honourable. The girls in tbe Tyrol greet you so 
amiably, and tbe men press your band so severely, 
and behave themselves with Euch ornamental ear- 
nestness, that you can almost believe that tbey 
treat you like a near relation, or at least like one 
of themselves: but you are wide of the mark; 
they never forget that they are but common 
people, and that you are n gentleman who likes 
to see common people speak to him without shy- 
nesa And in this their instincts are true to 
nature, for the stiifest aristocrats are pleased when 
they can find an opportunity of laying aside their 
dignity, for it is by the descent that tbey realise 
how high they are placed. At home, the Tyrolose 
exercise this servility gratis; when abroad, thoy 
use it to euricb themselves. They set a price on 
their personality and nntionality. These dealers 
in variegated tablo-covera, these jolly Tyrolese 
fellows {Tt/roler £ua), whom we see travelling 
about in their national costume, willingly let you 
crack a joko on them— but you must buy some- 
thing of them. The Raiucr family who were in 
England undei-stood iho business, and had a good 
adviser into the bargain, who well understood 
tbe spirit of tbe English nobility. This was the 
cause of their gracious reception in that foijtr of 
European aristocracy, the Wasl Eml of Ike Icvm, 
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When I BtooJ, last Gummer, in tbe brilliant con- 
cert-bolls of tLo London fasHonable world, and 
saw those Tyrolese singera, in tbeir national coa- 
turae, mount tbe stage, and listened to those lays 
which are jcMed with such good and naive ex- 
pression, and which ring so pleasantly in our 
Northern German heart, it all ate with bitter 
discontent into my soul ; the gratified laughter 
of aristocratic lips stung me like serpents; it 
seemed as though I saw the purity of the German 
tongue profaned and the sweetest mysteries of 
German Bpirit-Iife degraded before a foreign mob. 
I could not nppland this shamoless trafficking 
in the most reserved feelings, and a Swiss, who, 
inspired with the same feelings, left with me the 
hall, very truly remarked, '" We Swiss trade for 
money the best things we have — our cheese and 
our best blood— but we cannot hear the Alpine 
horn blown in foreign lands, mach less play on 
it ourselves, for money." * 



' Thoie who hove been taied many time« in Switierlond fi.r 
hAting tr on n lain- horns blown d^r them will be of a dilTorent 
opinion, ftnd mnDy of Ihpir playen bava been hpaid in all 
conntriea. Tbme who know tha Tyrolrse will, huwerer, i]«laro 
that thiA dtFii::riptioii af theni ia m^icb too nnfavouritble. What 
Kline cnltd $trrilimn, niiglit bo better calli.'d an Itslian-like 
p-.littne». There oro no people in thu world who will no 
promptly ment ui insult. Kven ths Gypnies iJ tlia Tyrol haia 
caight tbe ipitit of their ncighboura, nml am tlio nianlieit anJ 
(Rcit-*pokcii Bvtnan;«, wbile perfectly cnptctlul and polite^ 
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CUAPTER XIL 

Ttrol 13 very beautiful, but tiio most beautiful 
landscapes cannot enchant us when darkened by 
gloomy weather «nd eimilar causes of mental ex- 
citement This is always tho case witb me, and 
when there is bad weather without, I invariably 
find bud weather within. I only occasionally 
dared put my head out of the wnjrgon, and then 
I beheld mountains high as the hcavon, whit'b 
looked earnestly down on me, nnd nodJcd to me, 
with their monstrous heads and cloud-bearda, a 
pleasant journey. Hero and thoro I beheld a far- 
blue hill, which soemed travelling along on foot, 
and to peep inquisitively over the head of other 
hills, as if to look at me. Everywhere crashed 
tho forest streams, which leaped as if mad from 
tho mountains, and met in the whirlpools of the 
valleys. The inhabitants sat snug in their neat. 
clean little cottages, which for the greater part lie 
Bcattvred on the steepest clifTs, and on the very 



wlmm I biLVc i?Tor knon-n. Ab for the H.iinp« being twac be- 
cause Ihp; sang their eongs in Eiiginn J fur monef. one inigbt M 
wrll blnine > dial ingui« lied GprmiiTi poet bccuusp hi> work» werB 
written lor and «old tu Freachmen I — A'ott bg Trandatifr. 
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eOgo of precipicct; and these oeat, clean little 

cottages are generally ornamented witli long bal- 
coDf-Iilie gulleries, which in tarn are bedecked 
with linen, images of saints, flower-pots, and 
pretty girls. These cottages aro nlso prettily 
painted, mostly with white and green, as if they 
too had a fancy to wear the national costome of 
green snspendera over a white shirt When I 
beheld these houses far away amid the lonely rain, 
tny heart would fnin climb up to them and to 
their inhabitants, who 'ooyond doubt sat dry and 
jolly enough within. " In these," thought I, " they 
most liv« very pleasantly and domestically, and 
I dare say the old grandmother tella them the most 
confidential tales." While tlio coach went on 
without mercy, I often looked hack to see the 
little blue pillars of smoke climbing from the 
chimneys, and then it mined harder than ever, 
both without and within, nntil the tear-drops ran 
■out of my eyes. 

Bat my heart often rose and climbed in spite 
of the weather to the men who dwell high up on 
the mountains, and perhaps hardly come down 
ODce in a lifetime, and learn but little of what 
is passing here below. Yet they are not on that 
account less good or happy. They know nobbing 
of politics, save that they have an Emperor who 
wears a white coat and red breechoa, as tbey 
have learned from an old uncle, who hod learned 
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it bimself in Innsbruck from Black Joe, wLo 
had been in Vienna, And when the patriots 
climbed up to thera, and told them with oratory 
that they now bad a prince who wore a blua 
coat and whit© breeches, tboy grasped their rifles, 
and kissed wife and child, and went down the 
moantaia Bud ofl'ered up their lives in defence of 
the white coat and the dear old red breeches. 

After nil, it amounts to about one and the 
same thing for what we die, if we only die for 
Boraething we lore ; and a warm true-hearted 
death like this is bettor than a cold false life. 
The very songs of such a death warm our hearts 
with thoir sweet rhymes and bright words, whoa 
damp clonda and pressing sorrows would faia 
render it dark and gloomy. 

Many sacb songs rang in my heart as I crossed 
the Tyrolese mountains. Tlie confiding fir-trees 
rustled many forgotten love-words back into 
my memory. Particularly when the great blue 
mountain lakes gazed on me, with such endless 
longing did I recall "the two king's children" 
who loved so dearly and died together. It is an 
old, old story, which nobody believes now, and of 
which I myself only remember a few rhymes. 

"They both wero monarch's cliildren, 
And loved right well, I wccn, 
But never could como together, 
For water fus rolling between 
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Dear heart ! canst tliou ewim liitlierl 

Dear liearl, bo gwiiti to me ; 
I'll lifiht thee from tny window, 

It ehall ihy beacon be 1 " 

Tbese words began to ring in my lieart as I, 
on an opposite lake, beheM on one eide a little 
boy and on the otber a little girl, botb prettily 
dressed in their variegated national costume with 
little ribboned green taper bats on tbeir beads, 
wafting greetings to one auotLer — 

" But never could come tofjttlier, 
For watur wfta rolling between." ' 



CHATTER XII r. 

In Soutbem Tyrol tbe weatber cleared np, the 
8un of Italy made itself felt even at a distance, 
tbe hills became warmer and brighter; I saw 
vines rising on them, and I could lean oftcner 
out of tbe carriage windows. But when I tbua 
leaned out there leaned with me my heart, and 
with my heart all its love, sorrow, and folly. 
And it often happened that tbe poor heart was 



' A Lower- Gbeciith old ballad, alio common in FIslt-DoitNh, 
Flrnii>h,D"tch, andFriiian, Ilii giTen In Uhlond't VulkdUdtr 
•od [Ml Jtnaim Wvudtrhorn. 
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torn by tlie thorns when it leaned towards tlie 
rose-bushes by the wajsiJe— nud the roses of 
Tyrol are not ugly. When I rode through 
Steinacb and saw the market-place where Immer- 
niann represents the " Sand-landlord," Hofer, ofl 
coming boldly forth with hia companioos, I found: 
that the spot wna too small for an insurgent 
meeting, but largo enough to tall in love in. 
There are only a few white houses there, antl 
from a small iviudow there peeped out a Itttio 
Sund-Iandlady, aiming and sliootiug from great 
eyes ; if the coach had not travelled by so quickly, 
and hod she had time to load ogaiu, I should 
have been shot dead for certain. I called out, 
" Go ahead, coachman ; there is no joking with 
Buch a 'fair Elsie;' such eyes would set fire to 
the house over one's head \" As an esperienced 
traveller, I must confess that the landlady in 
Sterzing is really an old woman, but she bos two 
young daughters, whose eyes warm the heart of 
tbe traveller oa he steps out of the coach, in 
a most beneficial manner. But t cannot forgefej 
ihte, thou fairest of all, thou lovely spinner oal 
tlie marches of Italy ! Oh, hadst tboa given to 
me, as Ariadne gave to Theseus, the thread of thy 
spinning to lead me through the labyrinth of life, 
I bad long since conquered the Minotaur, and I 
would love thee, and kiss thee,and never leave tliee! 
" It is a good sign when women laugb," sayj 
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K Chinese author, and a German writer was oi 
precisely ttie Bame opiuion, when in Southern 
Tyrol, just where Italy begins, he passed k moon- 
tain at whose base, on a low fou Delation, ho passed 
one of those neat lUtle houses which look so lovely 
with their Guug gallery and naive paintings. On 
one side stood a great wooden cruciGx, supporting 
a young vine, so that it looked liorribly clieerlul, 
UIlb lire twining around death, to see the sod 
green branches hauging around thö bloody body 
and criicißed limbs.' On the other side of tho 
(xittage was a round dovecote, whoso feathered 
population fiew hero ond there, while one very 
gentle whito dove Eat on the pretty gabled roof, 
which, tike a pious niche over n saint, rose over 
the head of the lovely spinner. She, the fair one, 
Kit on the little gallery and ppan, not accord- 
ing to the German method, but iu that world-olJ 
niauner by which a distafF is held under the arm, 
and tho thread descends with the loose spindle. 
So of old span kings' daughtei'S in Greece ; so at 
the present day spin the Fates and ail Italian 
women. She span and laughed, tho dove sat 
Elill over her head, while far over house and all 

' It hu been obierveil, Dot whli'iut ri^aiun, that tliiiconitant 
biiiiliBrity with bicxid, pAilo, Knd InotruinEiiti uf lurtiiie, at ti't 
forth in {iLnture« uf tho cruciGiiuD, DutrtynJunLi. nnil hell, hm 
been h Ht^iit came uf Hid foDdnias (ur cruultjr, u uen io thi 
IrcKluii^nl III uiiimilx, btabbiii^, Ac, in It^y ami S^n, — Auic 
Ig Tmni'alor, 
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rose tho mountnins, their snowy Bummita glitter- 
ing in the sun, so that tliey »eemed like giantd 
with polished helmets on their heacls. 

She span and sii]ili?d; aud I believe that ehe 
Bpnn my heart fast, as the coach went along some- 
what more slowly on account of the broad Btroani 
of the Eisach. The dear features remained all day 
in my memorj-; everywhere I beheld nothing save 
B lovely face, which seemed as though a Grecian 
eculptor had carved it from the perfume of a white 
i-ose, in such breatb-like delicacy, such beatißo 
nobility, that I could believe he had, while young, 
dreamed it of a spring night. But those eyes! 
oh ! no Greek could ever have imagined or com- 
prehended them. But I saw and comprehended 
those romantic stars which so magically illumined 
the glory of the antique. All day long I saw 
them, and all night long I dreamed of them. 
There she sat again smiling, the doves fluttering 
around like angels of love, even the white dove 
over her head mystically flapped ita wings ; be- 
hind her rose mightier than ever tho helmet 
warriors, before her rolled along more storm ily 
the brook, the vine-branches climbed in wilder 
huste, the crucified wooden image quivered with 
pain, and the sufTering eyes opened and the 
wonnda bled, but — she sat stiU and span, and oa 
the thread of her distaff, like a dancing spindlo, 
bung my own heart. 
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WmLE the sun gleamed ever lordlier and lovelier 
from heaven, clothing moontain and castla with 
golden veils, it became still hotter and livelier in 
my heart ; once more my whole bosom was full of 
flowers, which shot forth spronting mightily over 
my head, and through the flowers from my heart 
smiled heavenly fuir the face of the lovely spinner. 
Imprisoned in such dreams — myself a dream — I 
came to Italy, and as I during the journey had 
entirely forgotten that I was travelling thither, I 
was well nigh terrified when all at once all the 
great Italian eyes opened on me, and the varie- 
gated, tangled life of Italy came leaping towards 
me, real, warm, and humming. 

All of this happened to me, however, in the 
city of Trent one fine Sunday afternoon, at the 
Lonr when the heat goes to sleep, and the Italians 
wake up and go walking about the streets. This 
town lies, old and broken, amid a broad circle of 
blooming green hills, which, like eternal youn^i 
goda, look down on the ancient broken works of 
man. Broken and brittle, too, near the latter lies 
tlio high Castle which once ruled the town, a dar- 
ing bailding of a dariug time.with spires, pinnaclosj 
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battlements, and a broad, round tower, inliabited 
by owls and Auotrian invalids. Even tho town 
itself is wildly and boldly built, and at the first 
glance it produces a wonderful effect, with its 
awfully old houses, with their faded frescoes and 
cracked saints' images, towers, porticoes, barred 
windows, and those projecting roofe which I'Cst 
like balconies on old grey pillars, which eecm 
themselves to require support Such a eight 
would have been all too sorrowful had not Nature 
refreshed liie dead stones with new life, had not 
Bweet vine leaves lovingly and tenderly embraced 
tlie broken old pillara, as youth embraces agOj 
and still sweeter maidens' faces had not peeped 
from the melancholy old arched windows, and 
emiled on the German stranger, who, like a sleep- 
wandering dreamer, walked strangely here and 
there among the blooming ruins. 

I was really as in a dream, and one of those 
dreams, fcjo, wherein we strive to recall something 
we have dreamed long ago. I looked in turn at 
tho bouses and at the people, and I was inclined 
to think that I had been acquainted with thoEe 
houses in their better days, when they wore bran 
new paintings, when the gilt ornaments on their 
window friezes were not as yet so black, and when 
tlie marble Madonna bearing tho child on her arm 
still liad her beautiful head, which those icono- 
clasts, age and wind, had broken away in such a 
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Tulftap, Jacobinical manner. Tlie faces of the 
elderly dacios seemed familiar to mo, as thoiigli 
tLey had been cut from the old Italian pictures I 
had seen in tho Düsseldorf Gallery when a boy. 
In lite manner the old men seemed well known 
and long forgotten, and gazed at me as though 
from the depth of a millennium. Even the brisk 
yonng girls had in their faces somethiug ot 
that which had been dead a thousnnd years, 
and yet of revived bloom, ho that almost a terror 
stole over me, a sweet, gentle terror, each as I 
once felt when in the lonely midnight my lips 
pressed tbose of Maria, a wondroua lovely lady, 
vhose only fanlt was that she was dead. But 
then again I langhed as the idea came into my 
Lead that the whole town was nothing but a 
beaudful novel, which I had once read — yea, 
wliieh I myself Lad written, and that I now was 
enchanted by my own work, and was terrified 
by sprites of my own raising. " Perhaps, too," 
tbonght I, "all is but a dream," and I would 
gladly have given a dollar fur a few boxes on 
tlio ear, just to leorn wbetber I was asleep or 
awake.' 

They were at hand, and I might have got them 
at a cheaper rate, as I stumbled over an old friiit- 



' 0\rftigf. It bnx on tha ear, mcftns also literally tar-fig», 
Dnehttl or DaM, m ilate-frait, bw the ume mcuilDg.— Aoh bf 
Tmuialiir. 
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woman. S!ie contented lierself with throwing a 
real bos (of 6gs) at my ears, and I thus came 
suddenly to the conviction that I waa, in the 
most actual of realities, in the middle of tho 
market-place of Trent, near the great fountain, 
from whose copper Tritons and dolphins the 
silver-clear waters welled out pleasant and re- 
viving. To the left stood on old palace, whose 
walls were painted with many colonred allegorical 
figures, and on whose terrace several grey Austrian 
soldiers were being drilled into heruism; to the 
right Blood a Gothic-Lonibard, capricious-looking 
bouse, from which a sweet, fluttering maiden's 
voice came trilling so dashingly and merrily, 
that the widowed old walls trembled either with 
pleasure or from decay, while above there looTced 
from the pointed window a black labyrinthine- 
curled, comedian-looking wig, under which pro- 
jected a sharply cut thin face, which was rouged, 
but only on the left cheek, and which consequently 
looked like a pancake baked only on one side. 
Bat before me, in the midst, stood the ancient 
cathedral, not great, not gloomy, but like a cheer- 
ful old man. confiding and inviting by his age. 
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As 1 drew osida the green silk curtain wliicU 
covered the enlraiice to the cathedral, and entered 
the liüuse of the Lord, I was agreeably refreshed 
in body and soul by the pleasant perfume which 
greeted me, by the tranquil Using magic light which 
llowed through tho mnny-coloured windows on 
the praying assembly within. They were mostly 
women, kneeling in long rows on tho low prayer- 
benches, they prayed only with a light movement 
of their lips, funning themselves constantly mean- 
while with great green fans, so that nothing could 
be heard save an incessant mysterious whispering, 
&ud nothing seen but moving fans and waving 
veils. The creaking tread of my boots disturbed 
many a fine prayer, and great calliolic eyes stared 
at mo half inquisitively, half willingly, aa if they 
wonld fain advise me to stretch myself at ease 
and enjoy with them a siesta of the soul. 

Truly such a cathedral, vrlth its subdued light 
and its coolness, is an agreeable resting-place 
when we have out of doors flaring sunshine and 
oppressive heat. We have no idea of this in oar 
Protestant North Germany, where the churches 
are Dot bniit so comfortably, and whore the light 
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cornea eLootiag so saucily tbrougli thd uncoloured, 
CO mm on- sense window panes, which do not pro- 
tact even the cold, harsh sormon from tha heat. 
People may say what they will: CathoUciara is n 
good religion — for summer. There is such good 
lying round on the benches of this old cathedi-al, 
we enjoy on them Btich a cool piety, euch a holy 
duke far niciUe; one can pray, and dream, and 
fin together in thought ; the Madonnas wink so 
forgivingly from their niches; woman-like, they 
forgive ua even when we have entangled their 
lovely features in the sinful cuiTent of our wanton 
imaginations; while as ft superfluity there stands 
in every corner a brown, pierced chair of con- 
science, where we can ease ourselves of our sins. 
In such a chair sat a yourg monk of earnest 
mien, bub the face of the lady who confessed to 
Lim her sins was concealed from mo, partly by 
her white veil and partly by the side of the con- 
fessional ; yet there came to view a hand, whicli 
at once held me fast, I could not help looking 
at it; its blue veins and the aristocratic glenru 
of its white fingers were so strangely familiar to 
mo, and all the power of dreams in my soul was 
Btirred into life to shape a face to match this 
hand. It was a lovely hand, not that of a young 
girl, who, half lamb and lialf rose, has only 
thoughtless, vegetable- animal hands — this hand, 
on the contrary, had something spiritual in it, 
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Bonteliingerciting past associations like the hands 
of handsome human boings who are highly refined 
and accomplished, or who have greatly BnRered; 
and thore was something so toQchiagly innocont 
in this hand, that it seemed as if it hod no occn- 
Bion to conTesa with the rest of the lady, and 
woold not even hear what its fair praprietress 
Baid, and therefore waited without till she was 
ready. But this lasted a long time; the lady 
mast have had a terrible amount of sin to narrate. 
I could not wait any longer; my soal pressed an 
invisible parting kiss on tlie fair hand, which 
closed convulsively at the same instant, and that 
in the same peculiar manner in which the hand 
of the dead Maria was occnstomed to close when 
I touched it. "In God's name," thought I, 
what is the dead Maria doing in Trent ? " — and 
I hastened from the cathedral. 



CHAPTER XVL 



Wqes I again crossed tho marhet-placo, the fruit- 
woman of whom I have spoken greeted mo right 
amiably and confidently, as though we were old 
friends, "It is all one," thought I, "how we 
make an acquaintance, provided that it be but 
made." A box on the ear, or a box of G'-s 
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Lurled at one, or 'a fig for you,' is not in 
faitli a first-class introduction, bob tliQa ibe 
fruit-woman and I looked at one another id aa 
friendly a wise a3 though we had just mntually 
handed over tip-top letters, "introducing, &c.," 
from onr best friends. And the fruit-woman waa 
by no means bad to look at. She was, it is true. 
already in that age when time Btamps a fatal 
certificate on onr brow of the active service we 
have done in youth, but this had made her all 
the more corpulent, and what she had lost in 
youth she had won in weigh^ Moreover, her face 
Btill bore the traces of great beauty, and there was 
plainly written on it, as on old-fashioned vases. 
"To be loved, and as loving live, is the best joy 
that earth can give," But what gave her her 
most exquisite charm waa the style in which her 
hair was dressed — the carefully curled wig-like 
locks, thickly stiffened with pomatum and idyllic- 
ally entwined with white bell-flowers. I gazed 
on this woman with the Bame rapt attention with 
which an antiquary would pore over a newly dis- 
interred torso — yes, I could detect far more on 
this living human rain. I could see on her traces 
of all the civilisation of Italy — the Etruscan, the 
Roman, the Gothic, the Lombard, down to our 
own powdered modern age, and right interesting 
to me was tho civilised manner of this old woman, 
in contrast to her business and to her passionate 
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tisbitB. Nor wna 1 less interested by her stoul;- 
in-trade — the fresh almonds, which I saw for the 
first time in their green original packages, and 
the fresh sweet-smelling figa, which lay piled up 
in heaps as common as pears with us. I was also 
delighted with the great baskets full of fresli 
oranges and lemons, and — delightful sight! — in 
one lay a child, beautiful as a picture, holding a 
little bell in his haud, and as the great bell of the 
cathedral began to sound, between every stroke 
the boy rang his little bell, and smiled so forget- 
ful of nil worldly things up into Uie blue heaven, 
that the drollest child's fancies came into my own 
bead, and like a child I placed myself before 
the basket and began to eat and gossip with 
the fruit-womon. 

From my broken Italian she at first took nie 
for an Englishman, but I confessed that I was 
only a German. She at once instituted a series 
of geographical, economic, horticultural, and 
meteorological questions as to Germany, greatly 
marvelling when I coDfesBed to lier that no 
lemons grew in our country — that we wer» 
obliged to squeeze ' very tightly tlio few which 
" went in " among q3 from Italy, and that in our 



' Prr^m, tXv> to nrge. This is eiacltf eqiiivftlent to 
Aniuricttn MborUtlon: "Go in leinoiu, U foil ia got 
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deapwr we were obliged to make np onr want of 
juice with "a little niore rum." "Ah! my dear 
woman," said I, " in our land it ia very frosty and 
foggy ; oar summer ia only a greeo-waahed winter ; 
even the sun there is obliged to wear a flannel 
jacket to keep from catching cold, and what with 
this flannel sanahine ourfruits get along very green- 
ly and poorly — ia fact, between you and I and the 
bed-post, the only ripe fi'uits we have ni'Q baked 
apples. As for figs, thoy come to us, like oranges 
and lemong, from distant lands, and by the time 
they arrive no one would give a fig for them ; 
only the worst of tliem ever reach us fresh, and 
the.se are bo very bad that any one who is induced 
to take them for nothing, always brings an action 
for damages against the giver. As for aluionds,^ 
we have only the inflamed and swollen sort* In 
short, we are wanting in all the nobler fruits, and 
have nothing but gooseberries, peara, hazel-nuts, 
and similar eajiaille. 



' The word ••Imoml i* applied in Germnn, ns in Latin, Dot 
onlj 1Q Ihe (luit ol tlmt nuine, but Ui the louail«. 
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CnAPTER SVIL 

I WAS really delighted to have nmde a good 
acqiittintance so soon after orriving in Italy, and 
had not deeper feelings drawn mo to the south, I 
sliould have rematnad in Trent by the good fruit- 
woman, by the good figs and olmondsj by the 
little bell-ringor, and, to teli the truth, by the 
beautiful girla, who etreamed by in hordes. I 
do not know if other travellers would here admit 
the use of the word "beautiful," but the Trent 
fcuialea pleased me most unexceptiouably. \ They 
were just the sort which I love ; and I love those 
pale elegiac faces from which great black eyes 
gaze forth in love-sickness ; I love the dark hue 
of those protid necks wbicJi Phoebus too has loved 
and kissed brown; I love those over-ripe necks 
with purple dots in them, whicJi soem as if wanton 
Inrds bad been picking at thera ; but above all I 
love that genial warm-blooded gait, that silent 
music of the whole body, those limbs which 
undulate in the sweetest measures, voluptuous, 
pliant, divinely lewd, dying in breathless idleness, 
and then once more otberially sublime and ever 
highly poetical. I love such women aa I lovo 
poetry itself, and these meludioualy moving forma, 
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Ulis liuman orchestra as it rustled musically pnst 
me, rouDd echo in my heart, and awoke iu it its 
sympathetic tones. / 

It was now no longer tho magic power of a 
Erst surprise, the legend-like mystery of BOraa 
wild and wondrous apparition; it had hecorao 
that tranquil spiiit which studied those female 
forms as they passed along, just aa a true critic 
reads a poem. And by oliserving in this wise, 
we discover much, much that is sad and strange — 
the wealth of tho post, the poverty of the present, 
Qud the great pride which still remains. Gladly 
would tho daughters of Trent bedeck themselves 
in silk and in satin aa in the days of the Council, 
when their city bloomed ia velvets and satin ; 
but the Council did nothing for them ; the velvet 
is shabby, the satin in rags, and nothing remains 
to the poor children save an empty tawdry show, 
which they carefully preserve daring the week, 
and with which they attii-e themselves only on 
Sunday, But many bare not even these remains 
of bygone luxury, and must get along as they 
best can with the plain and cheaper manufactures 
of the present day. Therefore there is many a 
touching contrast between body and garment; tho 
exquisitely carved mouth seems formed to com- 
mand, and is itself Ecornfully overshadowed by & 
wretched willow hat with crumpled paper-flowers ; 
the proudest breasta heave and palpitate in a 
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frizKlo oF coarse woollen imitation lace, und tlio 
most spiritual liipa aro embraced by the stnpidest 
cotton. Sorrow, thy name is cotton, and brown- 
Btriped cotton at that ! For, alas! nothing pro- 
dnced in me Buch sorrowful feelings aa the siglit 
of a fair Trent girl, who in form and complexion 
resembled a marble goddess, and who wore on 
tliis antique noble form a garment of brown- 
Gtriped cotton, bo that it seemed as though tlie 
petrified Niohe hod suddenly become merry, and 
Lad disguised herself in our modern Braall-sonled 
garb, and now swept in beggarly pride and 
euperbly helpless through the streets of Trent 



CIIArXEU XVIII. 

When I returned to the Locantfa delV Orarufe 
Europa, where 1 had ordered a good pranzo, I 
was really so dispirited that I could not eat, and 
that is saying a great deal for me. I sat down 
before the door of the neighbouring BoUcga, 
refresLed myself with sherbet, and spoke thus : — 
** Whimsical, blue-devilled heart ! now thou 
art in Italy, why art thoa not tiri-linny t Have 
porbui)a the old German sorrows, little serpents 
which twined so closely within, come with fhee 
to Italy, and do they now rejoice, and dues 
their common rejoicing awaken in thy bosom 
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tliot picturesque sorrow wliich so strangely Btmgs, 
und dances, and pipes, as ia the olden time? 
And why ßlionld not the old Borrowa also rejoics 
iu tlieir turn ? Here in Italy all ia bo beautiful, 
even sufFering itselt'j in these ruined marble 
palaces, Bighs re-echo far more romantically tliam 
in oor neatly tiled little houses; we can weep 
far moro voluptnously beneath those laurels 
than under our ill-natured angular fir-trees ; 
and ia it not far sweeter to yearn and long 
away our souls deep into the ideal cloudy forma 
of the heavenly blue of Italy than into the ashy 
grey of a German week-day heaven, where even 
the clouds only cut honest, common-citizen gri- 
maces, and stupidly gape down ? Remain iu my 
breast, ye sorrows ! Ye will not find, after all, a 
better lodging-place. Ye are dear, and worth keep- 
ing, and nobody knows how to take better care of 
yuu than I, and I confess that ye are a great 
pleasure to ine. And after all, what is pleasure ? 
At best an intensely exquisite, convulsive pain ! 

I believe that the music which, without exciting 
my attention, rang before the Solttga and attracted 
a crowd of listeners, had melodrarualically accom- 
panied this nionologne. It was a singular trio, 
consisting of two men and a young harp-girl. 
One of the men, clad as If fur winter in a white 
overcoat, was a powerful figure, with a full red, 
bandit face, which blazed out from among the 
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black hair of hia head nod beard, like a throaton- 
ing comet. He held bettveen his legs a moQEtroua 
basB-viol, on which he sawed nway as furiously as 
thongh he had, ia the Abruzzi, conquered some 
poor traveller, and was desperately cutting his 
throat. The other was a tall, meagre old man, 
whose lean limbs tottered in a worn-out black 
dress, and whose snow-white hair contrasted 
Borrowfully with his buffo song and hia crazy 
caperinga. It is sad enough when an old man 
must, from poverty, Jity aside the diguity of age 
and givo himself up to pranks and tricks; but 
how much sadder ia it when he must do tbia 
before hia own child ! and that girl was the 
daughter of the old buQb, and she accompanied 
on the harp liis low jests, or laying it aside, sang 
with him a comic duet, in which ho played the 
enamoured old man, and she the mocking young 
amante. Moreover, the girl appeared to have 
hardly entered her teens — yes, it seemed as though 
they had rudely made a woman of her ere she had 
come to maidenhood, and not a virtuous woman 
Bt that. Hence came that green-sickly withering, 
and that shrinking displeasure of the fair face, 
whose proudly thrown traits seemed to scorn all 
pity; hence that secret vexedness of the eyes 
which gleamed defiantly under their black trium- 
phal arches ; hence the deep tone of sorrow which 
contrasted bo unnaturally with the fair and laugh- 
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ing lips which it. escaped; hence the sickliness of 
the all too dclicat« limbs, which a short and pain- 
fully violet blae Bilk Buttered around, so far as 
possible. Many coloured nnd violently contrasted 
satin ribbons waved like flnps around her old straw 
hat, and her breast was symbolically ornamented 
by tt just opening rosebud, which seemed rather 
to have been pulled open than to have naturally 
unFolded itself from among its fresh verdant moss. 
Meanwhile there was perceptible in the poor girl 
— in this spring over which death had already 
breathed — an indescribable charm, a grace which 
expressed itself in every glance and motion and 
tone, und which did not disappear even when, with 
her body thrown forwards, she danced with mock- 
ing lascivionsness towards the old man, who, quito 
as immodestly, tottered towards her in the same 
attitcde. The more shamelessly she neled, the 
deeper was the pity she awoke in my bosom, and 
when her song welled forth sweet and wondrous 
from her breast, as if imploring forgiveness, oh ! 
then the little sorpenta leaped up in ecstasy with- 
in mo, and bit into their own flesh for joy. Even 
the rose seemed to gaze imploringly on me — yea, 
once I saw it even tremble and gi-ow pale, but at 
that instant the trills of the girl's voice rose so 
mnch more merrily on high, the old man bleated, 
gont-like, so mnch more passionately, and the red 
comet-face martyred his bass-viol so much more 
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savagely, that thoro cams fortli tlie most terrific- 
ally fanny tones, and the audience rejoiced more 
madly than evor. 



ClUPTER XIX. 

It was a real ItaliaQ composition, from Eomo 
favourite comic opera, of that etrange sort which 
gives the fullest Ecope to humour, and in which 
the latter can abandon himself to all his mad 
joy, his crazy feelings, his laughing sorrow, and 
his life-IoDging death-inspiration. It waa aito- 
gether in the manner of llossini as displayed in 
the " Barber of Seville." 

The ecomera of the Italian school, who would 
fain destroy the character of this sort of music, 
will not escape their well-deserved punishment in 
liell, and are perhaps damned in advance to hear 
through all eternity nothing but the fugues of 
Sebastian Bach. It grieves me to think that so 
many of my friends will not escape this punish- 
ment, and that among them is Bellstab, who will 
be damned with the rest, unless before his death 
he is converted to the trne faith of Rossini. 
BoBsini ! diviiio Maestro! Helios of Italy, who 
Bpreadest forth thy ringing rays over the worhl, 
piirdon my jMor countrymen who slander thee on 
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writing and Uot tliea on printing paper ! I, how- 
ever, rejoice in thy goldea tones, in thy melodious 
rays, m thy gleaming butterfly drenras, which so 
merrily played around mo, and kissed my heart aa 
with the lips of the Graces. JHvino Maestro^ for- 
give my poor countrymen who do not see into thy 
depth, because thou covereat it with roses, and to 
whom thou dost not seem sufficiently profound, be- 
cause thou Boarcbt so lightly oa oa divine wings! 
It is true that to love the Italian music of the 
present day, and to arrive through love at its com- 
prehension, one should have the people themselves 
before bis eyea — their heaven, their churacter, 
their glances, their joys, their sorrows ; in short, 
their entire history from Romulna, who founded 
the Holy Roman renlm, until that later time when 
ib perished under Romulus Augustulus II. Even 
the use of speech is forbidden to poor enslaved 
Italy, and sbe can only express by music the 
feelings of her heart. All her resentment against 
foreign dominion, her inspiration of liberty, her 
rage at the consciousness of weakness, her sorrow 
at the memories of post greatness, her faint hopes, 
her watching and waiting in silence, her yearning 
for aid — all is masked in those melodies which 
glide from an intense intoxication of very life 
into elegiac weakness, and in those pantomimes 
which buret in a second from flattering caresses 
into threatening rage. 
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This is the esoteric sense of the comic opera. 
The exoteric dull eentinel, in whose presouce they 
arc sung nnd acted, does not surmise the inner 
meaning of those jovial love-stories, love-longings, 
and love- mockeries, beneath which the Italian 
hides his deadliest thonghts of freedom, as Har- 
modiuB and Aristogeiton hid their daggers in 
wreaths of laarel. " It is all nonsensical stuff," 
says the esoteric sentiael, and it is well that ha 
sees it not. For if he did, then the impresario, 
with his prima donna and primo itonto, would soon 
be compelled to walk those plunks which lead to a 
prison ; a commission ofinqiiiry ivouJd soon be in- 
stituted; all treasonable trills and revolutionary 
roulades would be protocoHed ; they woald arrest 
ionanierable Harleqains who are involved in ex- 
tensive ramihcations of horrible plots; even Tar- 
toglin, Brighella, and the suspicious old Pantaloon 
wotiid be locked up, the papers of the Dollorc of 
Bologna would be put under seal — be wonid chat- 
ter himself into greater suspicion; and under «11 
these family troubles Columbine would weep lier 
eye« red. But I myself think that there is little 
danger of this coming to pass, for the Italian 
demagogues are far shrewder than our poor Ger- 
maos, who, with a similar intention, have also 
disguised themselves like black fools with black 
foolscaps, but who appeared so disagreeably melan- 
dioly, and seemed so dangerous by their deeply 
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earnest clown-leaping, which tliey call "tnriiing," 
and made up such serioua facea, that they finally 
attracted the attention of Government and got 
themselTcs into prison.' 



CHAPTER XX. 

The little barp-girl must have remarked that I, 
while she sang and ployed, often looked at the 
rose on her bosom, and when I laid on the plate, 
when it went ronnd, a piece of money which was 
not altogether too small, slie slily laughed, and 
mysterionsly asked in a whisper "if I would like 
to have her rose ? " 

Now I am the politest man in the world, and 
would not for all the world slander a rose, even 
though it bo a rose which has already wasted 
some of its perfume. "And if," thought I, "it 
no longer Bmella perfectly fresh, and no longer 
breathes the odour of sanctity and virtue, like the 
Hose of Sharon, what is that to me who have 
euch a devil of a cold in my head? And it is 
only mankind who aro SO particular in these little 



> In olluiion to the Tumverdnc or gymnutic utuicintlons, 
wliicb were slao revotuticiaar; political unioas. — Null bi/ Tmat- 
loferv 
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matters. Tbo batter&y oaks not of the rase, 
" Hath anotljer already kissed tbee ? " Nor does 
tbe rose inquire, "Üast tliou ere this fltittereil 
around anotber ? " And it happened about this 
time that night came eteaÜng on, " and by niglit," 
tboogbt I, "all flowers are grey, — the sinfullest 
rose cjuite as much so as the most virtuous pars- 
ley," Well and good j without hesitation I said 
to tbe little harp-girl, " Si, Signora, . . . ." 

Gentle reader, form no evil fancies. It had 
grown dork, and the stars shone clear and bolily 
into my heart, while in tbe heart itself trembled 
tbe memory of the dead Maria. I recalled that 
niybt when I stood before the bed whereon lay 
the beautiful pale corpse with soft, silent lipa, I 
thought again on the strange glance which the 
old dame who was to watch the body cast on me 
when for some hours I was to relieve ber of the 
task. I thought again of the night- violet,' which 
stood in a glass on the table, and which smelt bo 
strangely. And a suspicion shiidderod through 
my veins as to whether it were really a draught 
of air which extinguished the lamp, or was there 
really uo third porson in the chamber ? 



NaUhviilt, Dij^lit-BcnelliDg r<JckDU 



90 



PICTURES OP TRAVEL. 



CnAPTER XXL 

I WENT early to bed, and quickly fell to sleep, 
losing myself in the wildest dreame. I dreamed 
myself a few hours bnclr, I came again into Trent, 
I was again in ainazemeut as before, and all the 
more so hecause I saw nothing but flowers instead 
of human beings walking in the streets. 

There wore wanderiag glowing piuka, who 
voluptuously fanned themselves, coquettish bal- 
samines, hyacinths with pretty empty bell-heads, 
and behind them a party of mustachioed vain nar- 
cissuses and disorderly larkspurs. At one comer 
two loose-strifes' were quarrelling and scolding. 
From the windows of a sickly-looking old house 
peered a spotted stock-gilliflower, decked off in 
ridiciilons wise, while from within pealed a deli- 
cately perfumed violet voice, On the balcony of 
the great 'palazso in the market-place all the nobi- 
lity woro assembled, all the high noblesse, viz., iho 
lilies, who toil not, noilher do they spin, and yet 
fancy that Solomon in all his glory was not arrayed 



> Loose-eLriFe, L^iimacJiia tCricfa. Tn the Driginnl, Hi^Iti« 
mukes theee qiiarroUing ßawen to be 3laalicbc}iei\, wbii;li meoni 
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like one of themselves. I even thought timt I Eaw 
the plomp fruit-wife, though when I Icoked more 
closely it vpaa indeed the froit-wife no longer, but 
n wintry sass-afras, who at once burst oot on me 
with, " What d'ye want, you green-top, you, 
pickled cowcumber ? You're a bloasom now, arn't 
yo? with your one stamen I Wait till 1 water 
you!" In terror I ran into the cathedral, and 
ftlmoat ran over an old lame mother-wort, whose 
prayer-book wa3 carried for her by a little cos- 
comb. But in the cathedral all was right pleasant ; 
there in long rows were the sweet tulips, piously 
nodding their heads. In the confessional sat a 
dark monk's-hood, and before Iiim kneeled a 
flower whose fnco was not visible, but it breathed 
forth a perfume so strangely familiar, that I 
ahuddered aa I thought of the nigbt-violet which 
stood in the chamber where the dead Maria lay. 
As I again left the cathedral, I met a funeral 
procession of nothing but roses with black " weeds " 
■ind white handkerchiefs, and ah I on the bier 
lay the early plucked rose with which I had 
become acquainted on the bosom of the little 
harp-maiden. She now looked far gentler, but 
all snow-white — a white-rose corpse. Tliey set 
down the coffin iu a little chapel, where there 
was nothing but weeping and sighing, and finally 
iiQ old LeU'ebore got up and delivered a long 
funeral sermon, in which he üaid much of the 



71 



PICTURES OF TRAVEL. 



virtuoa of tlie departed, of this earthly cnrnivale 
of tears, which availeth nanght, of a better being, 
of Love, Hope, and Faith, all in a nasal, singing 
tone — a well-watered oration, and so long and 
loDg-winded that I at last awoka' 



CHAPTER XXI r. 

My vetlurino had harnessed his horsos in advanc« 
of Plicebns, and we reached Ala before dinner- 
time. Here the vctluHne are accnstomed to atop 
a few hours and chango horses. 

Ala is a real Italian nest of a place. It is 
picturesquely situated on the slope of a mountain, 
a river ripples past it, and pleasant green vines 
flourish here and there, amid the atuck-together 
beggar palaces which hang one over the other. 
On a corner of the warped market-house, no 
bigger than a hencoop, is inscribed in great 
imposing letters, PUizsa di San Marco. On the 
ßtone fragment of a massive coat of arms of an 
ancient noble family sat a little boy, manifesting 
in his need anything but respect for the relic 



> Cleinent Breritnnn hu In bii Qoekd itntJ OotkAeia Duri«] 

out thit conceit of Ut Jtiin animiffi to a grcnter extent, in 
Diudi tbc Bome umuncr lu Ilviae. 
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Tbc clear SDtiligtit shone on his naive nudity, 
and he held in his hand a picture of n Baint, 
which ho devoutly kissed. A little girl, benu- 
tifnl aa a statue, stood by in rapt attention, 
bloniog at times an accompaniment on a penny 
trumpet. 

The tavern where I dined was thoroughly 
Italian, Above on the lirst storey was a full 
gallery looking towards the courtyard, in which 
lay ruiued waggons and anxious piles of manure, 
and wherein were turkeys with ridiculous red 
Watties and beggarly proud peacocks, besides 
half a dozen ragged, sunburnt children, who 
were aiding in the mutual improvement of their 
capillary attractions after the Bell and Lancas- 
terian methods. By means of this balcony I 
passed by the broken iron balustrade into a 
broad echoing chamber. The floor was of niafbln ; 
in the midst stood a greot bed, on which Heas 
wero consummating their nuptials, while on every 
side was all the magniScence of dirt. The hosG 
leaped here aud there to falGl my commands. 
He wore a violently green frock-coat, and a mani- 
fuidly moving countenance, in which waa a hump- 
backed ßoae, on the centre of which &at a rod 
wart, which reminded me of a red-coated monkey 
on a camel's back. He sprang hither and thither, 
aud it seemed to me as though the red monkey 
were leaping about in like manner. He was aa 
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lionr in bringing anythiug, and wben I rated 
him soundly for it, ha assured me on his word 
that I epobe Italian admirahly. 

I was obliged to content myself for a long time 
with the agreeable perfume of roast meat, which 
was wafted towards tne from the doorless kitchen 
just opposite, in which the mother and daughter 
Eat side by side, singing and plucking chickens. 
The first was remarkably corpulent, with breasts 
which sprang boldly outward, and yet were still 
diminutive as compared to the colossal antitj-pe, 
BO that the one reminded me of the " Institates " 
of the Roman Law, while Üio other seemed their 
enlargement in the " Pandects." The daughter, 
a by no means very large, but still stoutly built 
person, was also inclined to corpulency, but her 
rosy fatness was by no means to be compared to 
the ancient tallow of the mother. Her features 
were not soft, not enchanting with the charms of 
youth, but still beautifully cot, noble, and antique ; 
the eyes and hair of brilliant black. The mother, 
on the contrary, bad Sat, stumpy features, a rosy- 
red nose, blue eyes, which looked like violets 
boiled iji milk and lily-white powdered Lair. Now 
and then il Signor padre came leupjng in and 
asked for this or that disli or implement, when he 
was advised in calm recitative to look for it him- 
fielf. Then ho smacked with his tongue, bunted 
in the drawer, lasted from the boiling pot, burned 
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liis month, and Iiopped agaia out, and with him 
hia camel nose and the red monkey on it And 
behind him rang forth merry trills, like pleasant 
mockery and famUy joking. 

But a thunder-stroke suddenly interrupted thia 
agreeable and almost idyllic family scene, as a 
square-built fellow with a lowering, murderoua 
face leaped in, and screamed something that I 
did not understand. Aa both the women made 
emphatic gestures of denial, he became insane 
with rage, spitting fire and flame like an ill- 
natured young Vesuvius, The landlady seemed 
to be in trouble, and whispered assuaging words, 
which bad, however, a contrary efl'ect, so that the 
raging wretch seized an iron shovel, smashed 
divers unfortunate plates and bottles, and would 
Lavo struck down the unfurtunale woman had 
not the daughter grasped a long kitchen knife 
und threatened to run him through unless he at 
once vanished. 

It was a beantifal sight — that of the girl 
standing there sallow and pale, and petrified with 
rage, like a marble statue, faor very lips palo, the 
eyoB deep and death-like, a blue swollen vein. 
crossing ber brow, the black locks twining around 
it like enokes, a bloody knife in her hand. I 
trembled with delight, for Z fancied that I saw 
before me the imnge of Medea, as I have often 
dreamed her in my youthful nights when I have 
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fallen to sleep on the dear bosora of Melporaone, 
the darkly beautiful goddesB. 

While all this wna going on, the Sig^urr padre 
never once ran off hia track, but with habitual 
busy calmnesa picked up the shards from the soil, 
collected the platea which yet remained alive, and 
brought me Brst soup with Parmesan cheese, roast 
nient, hard and solid as German fidelity, craba 
rod as love, spinach green aa hope, with eggs; 
and for dessert, onions which brought tears of 
emotion to my eyea. " It's nothing ; it's only 
Pietro'a way," said he, aa I glanced in wonder 
towards the kitchen, and in fact, afler the great 
cause of all the difhculty had made himself scarce, 
it seemed as if nothing had happened ; mother 
and daughter singing calmly as before, as they 
sat and plucked chickens. 

The bill convinced mo that the Signor Fadrt 
also understood the sublime art of " plucking," 
and when I, in addition to his demand, also gave 
him a httona mono, he sneezed in auch »cstatic 
delight that the red monkey nearly fell from its 
Beat. Then I nodded in a friendly manner into 
the kitchen, received as friendly a salnto in return, 
quickly jumped into the new coach, drove rapidly 
ßluog the plains of LorabarJy, and arrived about 
evening in the ancient world-renowned town 
Verona. 
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VisE varied power of new appearances moved raa 
only dimly and foroboiliiigly in Trent, Uko the 
Iremor of a legend; but in Verona I was seized 

by a mighty feverish dream full of hot colours, 
accurately designed forms, gliostly trumpet-clang, 
and the far-away roar of weapons. Many a dark 
old palace stared on nte as thongli it would con- 
fide to me some ancient secret, and withheld it 
only on account of the officious crowd of every- 
day mortals, begging me to come ngain by night. 
Yet, despite the tumult of the throng and the 
wild sun which cast over me its red light, here 
and there some dark old tower whispered to uio 
jomo deeply significant word ; here and there I 
overheard tho murmuriugs of broken columns, and 
as I passed along a small flight of steps which led 
to the Piazzi d* Signori, the stones narrated to 
me a fearfully bloody stoty, and I read on tho 
üorner the words Scala Amniaxati. 

Verona, tho ancient world-renowned cityj situ- 
ated on both sides of tho Adige, has been in all 
nges th« first halting-place for the great German 
emigratiiins of tribes who left their cold Northern 
forests and crossed the Alps to rejoice in the 
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golden aunshino of pleasant Italy. Some went 
I'artlier on ; otliera were well enough pleased with 
the place itself, and made themselves at home and 
comfortable in it, and put on their silk dressing- 
gowns and promenaded cheerfully among (lowera 
and cypresses, until new-comers, who still had on 
their iron garments, arrived from the North and 
crowded them «way, an oft-repeated tale, and 
one called by historians the emigration of races. 
If we wander through the district of Verona, wa 
find Blartliüfj traces of those days, as well as relics 
of an earlier and of a later age. The araphitheatru 
and the triumphal arch remind us of the Roman 
age; the fabulous relics of so many Romouesquo 
ante-gotliic buildings recall Tbcodonc, that Diet- 
rich of Bern, of whom Germans yet sing and tell ; 
mad fragments bring up Alboin and bis raging 
Longobardi ; legendary monuments speak of Caro- 
lus Magnus, whose paladins are chiselled on the 
gate of the cathedral with the same frank rough- 
ness which characterised them in life. It all seems 
as though the town were a great tavern, and as 
people in inns are accustomed to write their names 
on walla and windows, so have the races who have 
travelled through Verona left in it traces of tbeir 
presence. Frequently, it is true, not in the most 
legible hand, since many a German tribe bad not 
then learned to write, and was obliged to emasli 
Bomethiug by way of leaving its mark, which waa 
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bIso very woll in its way, as these ruins wbicli 
tliey made speak more iutelügibiy tliiin the moat 
elaborate writing. And the barbarians who now 
dwell in the old hostelria wilt not fail to leave 
Bimilar tokens of their presence, having neither 
poets nor sculptors to hand down their memory to 
posterity, 

I remained but one day in Verona, constantly 
marvelling at novelties, gating at one time on 
the ancient buildings, at another on the human 
beings who thronged past in mysterious baste, and 
finaiiy at the divinely blue heaven which limited 
the whole strange scene like a costly frame, and 
seemed to make oE it a painting. But it is right 
queer when a man sticks himself into a picture 
which he has just been looking at, and is occa- 
sionally langhed at by his fellow-ßgures, and by 
the female ones at that, as happened to me very 
pleasantly in the Piaaa ilelle Erie. This place 
is tbe vegetable market, and there I found 
abundance of delightful forms, women and girls, 
longing, great-eyed faces, bodies in which one 
could dwell very comfortably, excitingly brunette- 
coloured, naively dirty beauties, much better 
adapted to night than to day. The whit« or 
block veils which the city women wear were so 
cunningly entwined around tlieir breasts that they 
displayed more of tbe beautiful forms than they 
concealed. The girls wore their hair in chignona, 
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pierced witli one or more golden arrows or silver 
rods terminated by an acorn. The peasant women 
generally wore small atraw-hata shaped like plates, 
with coquettish flowers on one aide of the head. 
The dress of the men dilTered loss from that ol 
onr own, and only the immense black beard which 
came like bushes over their cravats was to me a 
little startling. 

If we study these people more attentively, the 
men as well as the women, we find in their fea- 
tures as well as in their whole being the traces 
of a civilisation which differs from onr own in 
this, that it is evidently derived from the Roman 
times — not from medifoval barbarism^ — and has 
only modified itself according to the character 
of the casual rulers of the land. Civilisation 
has with them no new and startling featnres, as 
among us, where the oaken trunk was first sawn, 
as it were, but yesterday, and where everything 
Bmells of varnish. It seems as thongh this 
race in the Piazza dtlle Erbe has during the 
course of time only changed clothes and language, 
while the spirit of their customs has ondergone 
but little modification. The buildings which sur- 
round the place do not appear to have adapted 
themselves so well to the change of circumstanceg, 
bat ibey do not look on ns the less pleasantly, 
and their glance strangely moves the soul. There 
stand the high old palaces in Venetian- Lombard 
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style, with countless balconies and smiling fres- 
coes; in tlie midst rises a single monumental 
column, a fountain, and the stone image of a saint; 
here we see a whimsical white ani red striped Po- 
desta, who stands behind a vast pillar-gate ; there 
we behold an old four-corner church tower, on 
which the hand of the clock is broken and its 
figures half obliterated, so tbut ctven time seems 
destrofing itself; and over all rests that romantic 
enchantment which breathes so pleasantly oret 
ns from the fantastic poems of Ludovico Ariosto 
or of Ludovico Tieck. 

Near this place is a house which, on account 
of a hat which is chiaellod lu stone over the inner 
door, is supposed to be the palace of the Oupalets. 
It ia now a dirty inn for waggoners and coach- 
men, and lias for a sign a red-painted hat of sheet 
metal full of holes. Not far off, in a church, they 
show the chapel in which, according to the legend, 
the unfortunate lovers were married. Apoct gladly 
risits such plaoos, even wbeu he himself laughs at 
the easy snperatition of his heart. I found in this 
chapel a solitary woman, a care-worn, faded being, 
who, after long kueeling and praying, arose aigh- 
iag, gazed strangely on me with a sickly, silent 
glance, aud Qnally t^ttpred weakly away. 

The tombs of the Scaligeri are also near the 
Piazta ddU Erbe. They are as wonderfully splen- 
did OS becomes such a prond race, and it is a 
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pity that they shouM stand in a narrow corner, 
wiiere tliey trust crowd together to take up a§ 
little room as possible, and where there remains 
but little space for the visitor to behold them 
aright. It seems as though we saw in tliis an 
hiatorical comparison. The race of the Scaligeri 
fills but a small comer in Italian history, but 
that corner is crowded with deeds of daring, 
splendid plans, and all the magnificence of pride. 
And we find them on their monnments, as in 
history, proud iron knights on iron steeds, and 
among them, surpassing in splendour, Can Qrande^ 
the ancle, and Mastino, the nephew. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

MuCB has been said of the amphithe-ntre of 
Verona; it is large enough to give space to 
many remarks, and there ia no remark which 
may not find a space in it. It is built altogether 
in that earnest, practical style whose beauty con- 
sists of perfect solidity, and which, like all public 
buildings of the Romans, breathes oat a spirit 
which is nothing else save the spirit of Rome 
itself. And Rome ! Who is so soundly igno- 
rant that his heart does not beat at the mention 
of this name, and whose sonl is not at least 
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thrilled bjr a traditional terror? For myself, I 

confesB that oiy feelings are rather tliose of fear 
than pleasure when I rellect that 1 shall eoon 
tread on the lair of old Rome iteelf. " Old Itume 
IB long dead," said 1, soothingly to myself, " and 
thou wilt have the pleasure of regarding her fail' 
corpse without danger, But then the Faktuffiaa 
thought caoie into my head, " What if she were 
not as yet really dead, and has only feigned to 
be 80, and should suddenly arise — the thought is 
terrible!" 

When I visited the amphitheatre, comedy was 
being played in it j a little wooden stage was 
erected La its midst, on which all sorts of Italian 
hurloquinry was being acted, and the spectators 
sat partly on little chairs and partly on the high 
stone benches of the ancient amphitheatre. There 
I too sat, and saw Brighelta's and Tartaglia's 
mock fighting, on the same spot where the 
Itomans once sat and gazed on their battles of 
gladiators and wild beasts. The heaven above 
me with its crystal-blue shell was still the same 
aa of old. Little by little it grew dark, the stars 
shimmered ont, Trutfaldino' laughed, Smeraldina 
wuiled, and finally Pantaloon came and joined 



' ThoH familiiir with tha " FuitMiea of Caliot " will hare 
VI Rccumt« iden ol the clmriLClvra iiii<l nppuu-unce of thpse 
cipiilac bnQo individuali. Vidt bImi Slat^utt tt Ba^ont, b; 
ilci Sand. — Nott by TranMaloT. 
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their hands. The tuultilude clapped their nppro- 
bstion, and went titeir way rejoicing. The whole 
piny had not cost one drop of blood; but it was 
only a ploy- But tbe plnys of the Romans were 
no plays ; these men could never have satiated 
their sonls with mockeries, they lacked that 
childlike dieeriulness of soul; and according to 
their stern natures Ihey iiianifeBt^d in their 
eporte the har&hest, bloodiest earnestness. They 
were not great men, bnt by their position they 
were greater than all the other children of earth, 
for they stood on Borne. When they descended 
froQi the Seven Hills they were again small. 
Hence the littleness which we discover in their 
private life; in Hercalaiietim and Pompeii, those 
palimpsests of Nature, where the original oKl 
stone text is again brooght to life, showing the 
Iravelier Roman life in little houses, with dimi- 
nutive rooms, which contrast so singularly with 
those colossal buildings which set forth their 
public life, and those theatree, aqueducts, foun- 
tains, highways, and bridges, whose ruins still 
awake our wonder. And this is just it ; the 
Greeks were great in the idea of art, the Hebrews 
in the idea of a holiest God, and the Romans in 
the idea of their eternal Rome, wherever it was 
by them fought, written, or built in the inspira- 
tion of this idea. The greiiter Rome became 
the more she extended this idea, the individual 
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was lost in it; the great who rose above it 
were still borne along by it, and it makes the 
Ür.t.leiiess of the little still more apparent. On 
this account the Bomans were at the same time 
the greatest heroes and the greatest satirists — 
heroes while they acted and thought of Rome, 
satirists if they thought of Rome and judged of 
the deeds of their contemporaries. Measnred by 
such an enormons standard as the greatness of 
Home, the greatest personality must have appeared 
dwarf-liice, and even have attracted mockery, 
Tacitus is the grimmest of musters in thiii satire, 
because he, more than any other, felt in his son) 
the grandeur of Home and the littleness of men, 
Ha is gloriously in his element whenever he can 
tell us what slanderous tongues prnttled in the 
Ibrnni over some deed of imperial infamy, and 
fiercely delighted when he has an oppoftunity of 
detailing some senatorial scandal, or some abject 
(lattery which missed its mark. 

I remained walking for a long time on the 
Upper benches of the amphitheatre, dreaming my 
way back into the dim past As all buildiugs 
reveal most clearly in twilight their inner spirit, 
flo did these walls whisper to me in their frag- 
mentary lapidary style the most mysterious things, 
for they spoke of the men of old Rome, and it 
Bsemed to me that I beheld their spirits wan- 
dering far below me like white shadows in the 
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darkene*3 circne. I eeemed to see the Greeks with 
their inspired martyr eyea ! " Tiberius Seio- 
proaius! " cried I aloud, " I will vote with thee 
for the agrarian law ! " And I saw Csesar too, 
wandering arm- hi -arm with Mai-cns Brntus. " Are 
ye again reconciled ? " I cried. " We both be- 
lieved that we were in the right," laughed Ceesar 
up to me. " I knew not that a Boman still 
existed, and therefore thought myself justified in 
pntting Rome in my pocket ; and because my 
son Marcus was just this Roman, he thought 
himself justified in making away with me." Be- 
hind the two glided TJberins Nero, with cloud- 
like limba and undetermined mien. And there 
were women too in the spectral throng; among 
them Agrippina, with beautiful ambitious features, 
like those of an antique statue, and on wliich 
the traces of pain seemed petrified. " Whom 
Bcekeet thou, daughter of Germanicua?" Scivrcely 
had I heard her wail ere there rolled over all tha 
heavy tones of a vesper-bell, and the horrible 
drumming of the evening roll-call. The prond 
Roman spirits passed away, and I found myself 
once more in the Austrian Christian present age. 
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As soon as it is dark, the beau monde of Verona 
promenades on the place La Bra, or aita there on 
little chairs before the caSie, sipping sherbet and 
evening air and masic. It is right pleasant sit- 
ting there ; the dreaming heart cradles itself in 
soft tones, and rings back in echo to them. Ofton, 
as if reeling with sleep, it trembles when the 
trnrnpets re-echo and join in with full orobestra. 
Then the soul is again revived as with freah stin- 
ahine, great flowering feelings and memories with 
vast black eyes come blooming up, and over them 
sweep thoughts like trains of clonda, proud and 
alowly and eternally 

I wandered nntil midnight through the street« 
of Verona, Little by little they were deserted 
and re-echoed strangely. The buiidinga and 
their armaments glimmered in the half moon- 
light, and many a marble face looked pale and 
painfully upon me. I walked quickly past the 
tombs of the Scaligeri, for it seemed to me as 
though Can Grande — courteous as ever towards 
poets — would descend from his horse and accom- 
pany me as gnide. " Still where thou art," I 
cried, " I need thee not. My heart is the best 
guide, and t«lls all that passes in the houses, and 
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excepting names and dates, tells them truly 
enough." 

Aa I came to the Roman triumphal gate, there 
swept tlirough it a block monk, and far in the 
difltance sounded a rumbling German " Wer dal" 
(" Who goes there ? ") " Good friend ! " answered 
n laughing soprano. 

But what woman's voice was that which thrilled 
BO strangely eweet through my sonl as I aaceuded 
the Scala. Ammazati t It was a song which echoed 
as if from a dying nightingale — death -delicately, 
and whicli seemed to cry to the very stone walla 
for aid. On this spot Antonio della Scala mur- 
dt^red his brother Bartolomeo, as the latter went 
to meet his lady-love. And my heart told me 
that she sat in her chamber awaiting her beloved, 
and sang to drown foreboding fears. But soon 
the song and air seemed to me so strangely fami- 
liar — I had before heard those silken, fearfo], 
bleeding tones ; they twined around me soft, tear- 
fal memories, and — thou stnpid heart, said I 
to myself, bast tiou then forgotten the song of 
the aick Moorish king sung to tbee so often by 
the dead Maria ? And the voice itself ; kuowest 
thou no longer the voice of the dead Maria ? 

The long-drawn notes followed me through 
every street into the hotel Dua Torre, into my 
bedroom, into my drt-aru. And there 1 saw once 
more mj sweet, dead lifo, lying beuutiful and 
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inotionleBS ; the old washerwoman stole away witb 
n meaaing side-glance, the Tiight-riolet breathed 
OQt its perfume ; 1 again kissed the lovely lipa, and 
the dear corpse slowly arose to offer again a kiss. 
It' I only knew what it was that blew out the 
light! 



CHAPTEE XXVL 
" Enciw'nt thou the Und where the bright leiii'in blnwa ? " 

Kadwhist thou the song? All Italy ia sketched 
iu it, but in the sighing tones of longing and 
desire. Groethe in his " Italian Journey " has 
sung it more in detail, and whenever he paints he 
always bos the original before hia eyes, and we 
can rely on the trnthfulneea both of outline and 
of colouring. And I 6nd it appropriate to speak 
here, once for all, of Goethe's " Italian Journey," 
und I do this the more willingly since he made 
the same tour from Verona through the Tyrol, I 
have already spoken of that work before I was 
personally familiar with it« subject, and I now find 
my presentiment as to its merits fully established. 
Everywhere in it we find a practical comprehen- 
sion and the calm repose of Nature. Goetiie holds 
the mirror np to, or, to speak more accurately, is 
himself the min'Or of Nature. Nature wished 
to know how she looked, and therefore created 
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Goathe. He even reflects the thoughts and intefl- 
tions of Nature, and we should not judge harshly 
of some entliusiastic " Goethian," especially in the 
dog-daya, if he is at times so ftatooished at the 
identity of the object mirrored with its original, 
that he ascribes to the mirror a power of creating 
similar objects. A certain Mr. Eckermann once 
wrot« a book on Goethe, ia which he aolenmly 
assures as that if the Lord on creating the world 
had said to Goethe, " Dear Goethe, I am now, the 
Lord be praised, at an end ; I have created every- 
thing except the birds and the trees, and you 
would oblige me by getting up these trifles for 
me," then Goethe would have finished them alt in 
the spirit of the original design, the birds with 
feathers, and the trees of a green colour. 

There is some truth in all this, and I even 
believe that in some particulars Goethe could 
have given the Lord a few valuable hints as to 
the improvement of certain articles, and would, 
for instance, have created Herr Eckermann much 
more correctly by covering him with green 
feathers. It is at least a pity that it tuft of 
green feathers does not grow out of Eckermann's 
head, and Goethe did in fact strive to remedy 
the defect, as far as possible, by writing to Jena 
for a doctor's hat, and by placing it with his own 
hands ou his admirer's poll. 

Next to Goethe's " Italian Journey," I would 
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commend Lady Morgan's " Italy " auil the " Cop- 
inna" oi' Madnmo de Slael. What these ladies 
lack in talent they make up; in order to equal 
tbe original ; in the manliness of thongtt, which 
is wanting in him. For Lady Morgan has 
spoken like a man; she spoke scorpions to the 
hearts of many liriuien hirelings, and sweet were 
the notes of this fluttering nightingale of freedom. 
Of like nature, as many well know, was Madame 
de Stae), an amiable vivandüre in the liberal 
army, who ran courageously through the ranks of 
the combatants with her canteen of enthu&i:tsm, 
strengthening tho weary, and fighting with them 
too, better than the best. 

Ab for works on Italian travel, William Müller 
gave us a review of them some time since in 
" Hermes," and their nuraljer is legion. Among 
the older German writers in this line, the 
most distinguished in genius or originality are 
MuritK, Auciienholtz, Bartels, the brave Seume, 
Arndt, Meyer, Boukowitz, and Rebfnea. I know 
but little of the more recent tourists, and I have 
derived from only a few of them pleasure or profit. 
Among these I may mention the " Rome, the 
Romans, and t!ie Roman Women," of the too 
early deceasod W. Müller — ah 1 he was a Ger- 
man poet. Then the journey of Kephalides, 
which is a little dry; Lesraanns "Cisalpine 
Leaves," whiuh ia a little too watery ; and finally. 
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the "Tours in Italy, since 1823, of Frederick 
Thierach, Ludwig Scborn, Edward Gerhardt;, and 
Leo von Klenze." Only the first part, of this 
work has an yet appeared, and it consiats princi- 
pally of contributions from my dear and noble- 
hearted friend Thiersch, whose humane glance is 
evident in every line.' 



CHAPTER XXni. 

"Know'tt ttioii the Und where the bright lemcin b1i<wa t 
'bGd dark ^reea [eavps the ^Iden oniuge glova ; 
A gentle breeia fcum ii* blue beavea blows, 
Culm lies the myrtle«, high the Uurel grow«. 
Know'st thim it well ? 

Uh. then.', oh, there, with thee, 
How g]t/i were I, lored one, to wander free I " 

0.\LY don't go ia the beginning of August, when 
you are liable to be roasted by the sun during the 
day, and to be devoured by Üeaa at night. And 
1 moreover connsel thee, thou best of readers, not 
to travel from Verona to Milan in the post-coach, 
I rode in company with six bandits in an 



' yruderick Thienah. well kaovn Iruuj bis coiitribuLiona to 
the kiiDwledgi: of thu Oret^k iaiigiinge and art, and to raetliutic-i. 
TliB traailiilor, who waa while in Germany a pupil ot Thieraoh, 
trUAta that he will not bt< iieaU3L-d ol undue intriiaioTi in warmly 
uaenting to Heinr'e c>[iimeudatiau of one whom be (the trana- 
lator) ban also learned tu t'Oteeiu and admira. 
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gnwieldly bumping caivzsa, wLich, on acconnt 
of the all-prevailinu; dust, was so carefully ahat 
up that I could St« but. little of tlio beituty of the 
scenery. Only twice ere we gained Brescia did 
my neighbour lift- the side leather curtain in order 
to Bpit. Tiie first time he did this, I ^iiw nothing 
but eome perepiring fir-treee, which, in their green 
winter overcoatB, seemed to suffer greatly from the 
snltry summer heat ; the second time I saw a frag- 
ment of a wondrous clear blue lake, wherein the 
sun nnd a lean frrenadier mirrored themselves. 
The latter of the pair — an Anstriao Narcissus — 
gazed admiringly and joyfully at the accuracy 
with which his reäections imitated all his move- 
ments when ho present^ed, shouldered, or aimed 
with his gun. 

I have but little to tell of Brescia, as I occu- 
pied myself during the time of my " residence " 
there in eating a good luncheon. No one can 
blame n poor traveller for eatiafying bodily hnn- 
ger in preference to the spiritnal. Still I was 
conscientious enough, ere I re-entered the coach, 
to inquire a few particulars relative to the town 
from a waiter, and learned of him thai Brescia 
contained, among other things, forty thousand 
inhabitants, one town-hall, tweuty-oiip coffee- 
houses, twenty Catholic churches, a madhonse, a 
synagogue, a menagerie, a house of correction, n 
hospital, an equally good theatre, and a gallow« 
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for those thieveB wlio steal less than one handrccl 
thouBADd dollars. 

I arrived nbout midnigbb in Milan, and went 
to Herr Reicimann's, a Geruian, wliose hotel is 
fitted up entirely in the German manner. It 
was the best inn in all Italy, said certain friends 
whom I there met, and wbo had nioui'Dl'ul tales 
to relate relative to Italian swindling and taking 
in. Especially did Sir William curse as he 
assured me that if Europe is the head of the 
world, Italy Is its bump of thett. The poor 
baronet had been obliged to pay in the Locaiida 
Croce Bianco at Padua uot less thaa twelve iVaiica 
for a poor fareakfabt, and at Vicenza some wretch 
of a waiter had demanded a gratuity for picking 
up for him a glove just dropped from bis coach.' 
His cousin Tom said that all Italians are rogues, 
except that they do not steal. Had be been mora 
attractive, he might have snid the same of their 
women. The third in the party was a Mr. Liver, 
whom I had left oa a young calf in Brighton, and 
whom I now found a bceuf a la mode in Milan. 
He was dressed entirely as a dandy, and I have 
never met a mortal who better knew how to 
bring out the corners with hie figure. When he 
stuck his thumbs into his vest armlets he made 



' Here, u in other puugea, Heinu bomiwi an iilsa from 

Btu roe. — TraiitUtor. 
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notbiDg bat angles, his very moatb folded up 

equiire as a brick. Witha! bo bad a squaro bead, 
smiill behind, pointed above, with a low Ibrehead 
and a very long cbin. Among the Englisli 
acquaintances wbom I met in Milan was Liver's 
corpolent aunt, who seemed like an uvalanche of 
fat, wbich had rolled down from the Alps iu com- 
pany with two snow-white, snow-cold winter geese, 
Miss Polly and Miss Molly. 

Do not accuse me, dear reader, of Aoglomania, 
should J very frequently speak of English people 
in this book. They are too numerous in Italy 
not to be mentioned ; they sweep over the land 
in swarms, they lodge in every inn, crowd every- 
where to see everything, and it is impossible to 
imagine an Italian orange blossom without think- 
ing of some pretty English girl smelling at it, or 
a picture-gallery without a mob of Englishmen, 
who, guide-book in hand, go rushing around to 
make certain that everything is there which is 
described in their guide-books. When we see 
this blonde, red-cheeked race, with their shining 
coaches, many-coloured lackeys, ueighing race- 
horses, green-veiled chamber-maids, and other 
costly apparatus, inquisitive and ornamented, 
sweeping over the Alps and through Italy, we can 
imagine tbat we see an elegant invasion, or rather 
migration of a race. And, in fact,lheson of Albion, 
albeit he wears clean linen and pays cash dowD 
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for evorytliitiL', is a civilised barbarian ae compared 
with the Italian, wlio indicatea a civilisation now 
passing into barbarism. The former shows a snp- 
presaed rudeness, the latter a neglected retineiiient. 
And evou the pale Italian faces, witli tbe suffering 
white of their eyes and their sickly delicate lips, 
how sileutly aristocratic do they seem aa com- 
pared to stiff British faces, with their vulgar 
ruddy health ! The whole Italian race is inter- 
nally sick, and sick people are invariably more 
refined limn the robust, for only the sick man is 
really a man ; his limbs have a history of suffering, 
they are Bpi ritualised. 1 believe that by suffering 
animals could be made human. I have seen a 
dying hound, who in bis last agonies gazed on 
me with the glance of a man. 

The suffering expression of the Italians ia most 
visible when we speak to them of the misfortunes 
of their country, and in Milan there is plenty of 
opportunity for that. That is the slnirpost wound 
m the breast of an Italian, and it quivers and 
twitches when touched ever so lightly. They 
have on such occasioDs u püculiar ahriig of the 
shoulders, which inspires in me a strange pity. 
One of my Britons regarded the Italians as being 
politically indifferent, because they seemed to 
listen with equanimily when we strangers chatted 
on the Catlio'ic emancipation and the Turkish 
war; and he was nnjust enough to say as much, 
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mockingly, to a pale Italian with a jet black 
beard. We had tbe previoaa evening eeen tiie 
<iebüt. of a new opera in La Scala, and witnessed 
the tremendous enthusiasm which a first snccess 
excites. " Ton Italians," said the Englishman, 
" appear to be dead to everything save niQsic, 
which is the only thing that seems to excite yon." 
"Yon do U8 injustice," said the pale one, shrugging 
his shoulders. " Ah ! " he sighed, " Italy sits 
elegiacally dreaming on her rains, and when she 
is at timee suddenly awakened by tbe melody of 
a soug, and Springs wildly up, this sudden inspira- 
tion is not due to the song itself, but rather to 
the ancient memories and feelings which the scmg 
has awakened, which Italy has ever borne in her 
heart, and which now gush forth mightily ; and 
this is the meaning of the wild tumult which you 
have heard in La Scala." 

Perhaps this confession also explains tbe enthu- 
siasm which Rossini's or Meyerbeer's operas have 
everywhere produced on the other side of the 
Alpe. If I ever in my life saw human madness, 
it was at a representation of the Croeiuto in Eifitlo, 
when tbe music frequently underwent a suddeu 
transition from soft wailing tones to exulting 
{Icßant pain. Such madness is termed by Italians 
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CHAPTER XXTia 



Although I iiave here, dear reader — the Brera 
mid Ambrosiaiia beiEg in my way — a glorious 
opport.uuity to serve up views on iirt, I will still 
Buffer thifi cup to pass awny from you, content- 
ing tijyself witli the remark that I have observed 
the pointed chiu, which gives such a Bentimental 
impresaioQ to so many pictnrea of the Lombard 
gchool, on many a pmtty Lomburdena in the streets 
of Milan. 

It has always been niarvelloaaly comforting 
and edifying to me, when an opportunity pre- 
sented ilBelf. to compare the works of a school 
with the originala which served as its models; 
for tlins I Tuore accurately appreciated itö char- 
acter. Thus in blie great fair of Rotterdam, the 
divine geniality of Jan Steen was suddenly re- 
vealed to me; and thus at a later date I learned 
on Lung 'Arn-o tlie truth of forui and tiie eflei> 
tive spirit of the Florentines, while in San Marco 
I caught the truth of colour and tlie dreamy 
Buperficialily of the Venetians. Go to Rome, 
my dear soul, go to Rome, and there perhaps 
you may soar to a perception of the ideal, and Co 
the appreoiaLion of Raphuel. 
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However, there is one marvel at Milan, and 
by long odds the gi-eatest, which I caauot leave 
unnoted — Üiai is the Cathedral, 

From a distance it looks as thongh cut from 
white note-paper, and when near it the observer 
is startled to find that this loce-like scissoring is 
all of nndeniable white marble. The countless 
images of saints which cover the entire bnilding, 
which peep Ibrlh under little Gothic baldachins, 
and which rise from eveiy point, form a petrifie<l 
multitude which well nigh liewiJders our Benses. 
Yet, if we study the entire work a wbiln longer, 
we find that it is right pretty, colossaily neat, a 
plaything for giant children. Bnt it appears 
best in the midnight moonshine, for then all tlie 
white stone-men come swarming down from their 
height, and sweep together over the place, and 
whisper old legends in our ears, or a quaintly 
sacred secret takt of Galeazzo Visconti, who 
hrgnn the Cathedral, and of Napoleon Bonapartfi, 
who at a later day continued it. 

" D'ye see," said to me a singular- looking 
saint, who had evidently bcoo but recently maun- 
factnred from bran new marble, " d'ye see, my 
old friends here cannot understand wliy the Em- 
peror Napoleon worked away so indu&triously al 
the Cathedral ; but I flatter myself that I have 
M-en into the matter. He knew perfectly well 
that this great stoo« house was at any rate a very 
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aserul bnitdiDg, and that it might be used wlien 
Gbristianity Gball have gone out of date." 

" When Christiauity shall be out ol" date ! " 1 
WBfi fairly frightened to hear that there were 
sainls who talked this way in Italy, and tliat in 
a place where Auatrian sentuielB, with bearskin 
caps and knapsacks, were marchiDg up and down. 
Anyhow, the old stone chap was right, for the 
interior of the Cathedral is pleasant and cool in 
Bummer, and oheerftil and agreeable, and will be 
worth something, do what they will with it. 

The completion of this Catljedral was one of 
Napoleon'a favourite ideas, and he was not far 
from it when his power came to an end. The 
AuBtrians are now carrying it on, Tbey are also 
working at the celebrated triumphal arch, whicli 
is to conclude the Simplon road, thou^'h, of 
course, Napoleon's statue will not be placed on 
the summit of the arch, B£ was originally deter- 
mined. At all events, the great Emperor haa 
left behind him a monument which is better and 
more durable than marble, and which no Austrian 
can hide from observation. Long after the rest 
of us ordinary mortals shall have been mowed 
down by the scythe of Time, and blown away 
like chaff of the field, that statue monument will 
remain uiLScathed , new races will rise from the 
eartih, will gaze bewildered on the image, and 
pass away again to earth ; and time, incapable 
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injaring the form, will seek to iovolve it in 
legendary myths, and its treuiendooa history will 
finally bo a myth. 

Perhaps aft«r thonaaada of years some won- 
derfuliy shrewd schoolmaster in a fearfnlly pro- 
found dissertation will prove beyond cayil that 
Napoleon Bonaparte was identical with that other 
Titan who stole ore from the gods, and who for 
this trespass was chained to a solitary rock in the 
midst of the sea, as a prey to a vulture, which 
duy by day gnawed away at his heart. 



CHAPTER XXIX. 



My excellent friend and reader, I sincerely hope 
that yon will not mistake me for an unconditional 
Bouapartist ; my adoration is entirely for the genius, 
and not for the deeds of the man. I love him 
beyond all limit up to the eighteenth Brumairt, 
when he betrayed freedom. And this he did, not 
frori) necessity, but from a secret predilection for 
aristocracy.' Napoleon Bonaparte was an aristo- 
crat, a noble enemy of middle-class equality, and 
it was an enormous mistake and misuDderstauding 



* Hein« hioiMill biding not one wbil behind NKpoleon in tha 
winto wukkaes^ whila be ■eldulu refen to the bourgeoit, ai 
middle elua, mvh id ridimile, — JVote fiy IVatubUm'. 
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wben the European Rristocracy, represented by 
England, made such deadly war on hiia ; for al' 
though he intended to introduce a few changes 
into the personnd of this aristocracy, he etill 
wißbed to uphold the majority of them and their 
actual principle ; he would hitve regenerated thia 
aristocracy, which now, after its last and certainly 
final victory, lies exhausted by age, loss of blood, 
and weariness. 

Dear reader, let ns here, once and for all, 
understand one another. I never praise the deed, 
but the human sou! whose garment the deed is, 
and history is nothing but the soul's old wardrobe.' 
But love Bometiuies loves old hats and coats, and 
even so do I love the cloak of Marengo. 

"We are on the battlefield of Marengo!' 
How mv heart langhed as tlie poBtillion said this. 
I was in company with a very gentlemanly 
Liedander, who rather played the Russian the 
evening before we had left Milan, and the nert 
morning we saw the sun rise over the famed 
Held of battle. 

It was here that General Bonaparte drank so 
mighty a draught from the goblet of renown, that 
in his intoxication he became Consul, Emperor, 



' Tliii poaaago U t, brU! epitome o( "äurtnr Ki^Mutni." Tha 
ilmile liiinar<^ dtfarlyrvriil fully eiprcneed in a Roafcrucinn trsBtiw 
iin Ptrt and ÖaU b; Lord Bliüa^, sevtinteenth century, — jVo^ 
(y Translator. 
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World- conqueror, and first grew sober at St. 
Hflenn. And it fared no better with ua, who 
alao got tipsy with him, dreamed the eame wild 
dreamg, awoke in the same manner, and now in 
all the misery of soberness are making all sorts 
of reasonable reflections. And it often aeems to 
ns as if warlike repatation were an old-fushioned, 
out-of-date sort of pleasure, for under Napoleon a 
battle attained its acme of significance, and he 
was perhaps the lost of the conquerors. 

It really seems as though more spiritual than 
material interests were now being fought out, 
and as though universal history were no longer a 
robber-legend, but a ghoat-story. The grand lever 
whidi ambitions aud avaricious pHnces were once 
wont to employ so industrionaly — that is to say, 
nationality, with all its vanity and hatred, is now 
musty and used up; day by day the ridicnloua 
prejudices of races are disappearing; all harsh 
peciiliaritiea are perishing in the universality 
of European civilisation. There nre no longer 
□ations but parties, and it is wonderful to behold 
how these, despite the most varied colours, recog- 
nise each other, and make theniselvea mutnally 
intelligible, notwithatanding the difference of lan- 
gn^e. As there ie a nu^erial policy of States, 
80 there is also a spiritual pitrty-policy ; aud iM 
the States' policy would quickly bring to a general, 
eealons European war the smallest strife which 
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flhonld spring op between the BmaÜPst Powere, 
where interest is the governing principle, bo, on 
the other hand, the Gmallest strire could not take 
place in which, owing to the party- pol it-y already 
alluded to, the general Bpiritual tendencies and 
meanings would not be at once nnderstood, and 
by which the most distant and heterogeneous 
parties would find themaelves compelled to take 
side pro or contra. 

On account of this party-policy, which I call a 
spiritual -pol icy, because its interest« are more 
spiritual and its nltima: ratiorua not metallic, 
there are now formed, as if by the raediom of the 
States' policy, two great masses opposed to each 
other, fighting with glance and word. The watch- 
words and representatives of these two great parties 
change day by day — there is no lack of confusion 
— the greatest misunderstandings often arise, and 
these are often rather increased than lessened 
by the authors, who form the diplomatists of 
the spiritual party ; but though heads may err, 
hearts still feel what they need, and Time presses 
on with her great question. 

But what is the great question of the age ? 

It is that of emancipation. Not simply the 
emancipatiiinof the Irish, Greeks, Frankfort Jews, 
West Indian Negi-oea, and other oppressed races, 
bot the emancipation of the whole world, and 
especially that of Europe, which has attained its 
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majority, and now tears itself loose from the iron 
ieailing-stringa of a privileged aristocracy. A 
few philosophical renegades from freedom may 
forge, if they will, for ub tlie most elaborate 
chains of conclnsions, to prove that millions of 
men are bom to be beasts of burden for a few 
tlionsnud nobles, but they will never convince ua 
nntil they make it clear, to borrow the expres- 
sion of Voltaire, that the former are born with 
saddles on their backs, and the latter with spurs 
on their heels. 

Every age has its problem, whose aolation 
advances the world. The earlier inequality 
established by the feudal system in Europe was 
perhaps necessary, or a necessary condition of 
the advance of hnmanity; but now it impedes 
the latter, and represses the pnlaations of the 
civilised heart' The French, who are pre-emi- 
nently the race of social intercourse, have neces- 
sarily suffered most from this inequality, which 
grates BO harshly against the principles of soci- 
ability; they have sought to force equality by 
gently nipping off those heads which persisted 
in rifling above the rest, and their revolution 
was the signal for a war of independence for 
the whole world. 



* Thnt Berldnm wsa in Russiit a givat >dv&aw> from nomadio 
I»r)Ktrinai. and the Si-athem DiiittKl Statei would have atill 
beoD a wildenieu but for alarery. — Note bg Tranilalor. 
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Honour to the French ! — they have tfvken good 
care of the two greatest needs of hiiiiiau society — 
.of gtioä. ©atiug *°'^ citisfmiy equality; they have 
madö the greatest advaaces in cookery and in 
freedom ; and if it ever cornea to pass that we 
all hold together one grand dinner of jolly good- 
fellowship — and on this earth tJiere is nothingj 
better than an assembly oi" peers at a well-spreiiii' 
table — we will give the Frenchmen the firat toast. 
It will be some time, I know, before this grand fenst 
comes off", and before emancipation is finished np ; 
bat it is bonnd to coma, this blessed time, when 
we, all reconciled and on a par, will sit together 
aronnd the same table,' Then in union we will 
fight against other evils of tlie world, perhaps at 
last against death itself — death, whose stern sys- 
tem of equality is not, to say the worst, so oppres- 
sive as the Bmiling theory of tfteqnality held by 
aristocracy. 

Laugh not, thon later reader. Every age be- 
lieves that its battle is the most important; this 
is the trne creed of the time in which it lives and 
dies, and we, too, will live and die in this religion 
of freedom, which perhaps better deserves the 

' The only qiifstion will be to Itnow of whom " wa " »rp to 
ooDBiat. Hi'irie ^rote tlti» b^ranj the age uf milivay» and ptuAEri 
veBsela. Eoglauil nnd AniPricn nr« beginning ti> find thnt 
tbcro are Bom« hundru-di of tnilliona of outcidu batbariaDt wlio 
ara onmitig in muoh tnoro rapidly than our ovn pnor can ba 
nlviliscd. — Note bn ZVunifafDr-. 
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name of religion thivii the liollow, long dead soiil- 
epectre whicli we liave qanlified by that name. 
Onr boly battle seems to db to be by far the 
rai^'htiest ever yet fought on earth, though a hia- 
toriual preseatiment t«l)s ua that our deseendants 
will look down on this atxife with perhaps the 
same indifFerence wifh which we regard the com- 
bats of the first man who fought against quit« as 
terrible monsters, dragoua and robber-giants, 



CHAPTER XXX. 

On the battlefield of Mareug» reflections come 
Uyin^ around in sach flocks that one can almost 
belifjve that they are the same which many tra- 
vellers have suddenly abandoned there in a hurry, 
and which now go sweeping about. I love battle- 
fields ; for, terrible as war is, it still sets forth the 
spiritual greatness of man, who has gone so far 
aato defy hia mijfhtieat hereditary enemy — Death. 
And just so with this battle-plnin, where Freedom 
danced on blood-ropos her wanton bridal mea- 
sures. For, in those days, France was a bride- 
groom whü bad invited all the world to n 
woJding, and t.hi?n, as the song saya — 

*^ Huirali ! upon the bridal eve, 
In iiii.Try jokv, fox potB they bmtce 
AtlBlucTtttio hcBila." 
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Bat atsB ! every inch which humanity advancea 
CopI.b Btreanis of blood, and is not tliat paying 
rather dear? Is not the life of the individual 
worth as much as that of the entire race ? For 
every single tiian is a world which is bora and 
which dies with him ; beneatli every gravestone 
lies a world's history. " Be silent," Death would 
say, " as to those who lie here ; " bat wc still live, 
and will fight on in the holy battle for the freedom 
of humanity. 

" Who now thinks of Marengo ? " said my tra- 
velling companion, the LieSand Rassian, as we 
rode over the fallow field. " At present all eyes 
are turned towards the Balkan, where my country- 
man Diebitsch is fitting the tnrban to the Turk's 
head ; and yon'll see that we'll take Constan- 
tinople this very year. Are you for Riissiu?" 

Tins was a question which I had rather have 
answered anywhere but on the field of Marengo, 
I saw, in the morning mists, the man in the tittle 
cocked hat and the grey cloak of battle ; he 
darticd onwards, swifl as a spirit, and far in the 
distance rang a terribly sweet " Allons, ciifan» 
de la patrie." Yet, notwithstanding all this, I 
answered, "Yes, I am sound as to Russia." 

And in fact, in the wonderful change of watch- 
words and of representatives in the great battle, 
it has come to Buch n pitch that the most enthu- 
siastic friend of revolution can only see the safety 
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of the world in the victory of Russia, aad must 
regard the Caar Nicholas as the goufaluoiere of 
freedom. Singular mutation ! Two years ago we 
cast the robe of this noble otbca upon au English 
Minister. The howl of high Tory hatred against 
G«orge Oanning led our choice; in the noble, 
humiliating sufferings which he endured we saw 
guuranteea of his üdelity, and as he died the death 
of a martyr, we put on mourning, and the 8th 
of AugUGt become a sacred Jay in the calendar of 
freedom. But we took the flaga from Downing 
Street and planted them anew in St. Peterabnrg, 
and chose for our standard -bearer the Emperor 
Nicholas, the Knight of Eorope, who protected 
61*661!: widows and orphans against Asiatic bar- 
bariauB, and who in that brave battle won liis 
spurs. Again the enemies of freedom had be- 
trayed themselves, and we again availed ourselves 
of the shrewdness of their hatred to learn what 
was for our own l>enefit. Again the wonted vision 
canje to view, that we owed our representatives 
more to the elective majority of our euemiea 
than to oar own choice; and as we gazed on the 
marvellously assorted multitude who seut forth 
their best wishes to Heaven for the safety ol' Turkey 
and for the destruction of Russia, we quickly 
found out who was oar friend, or rather who was 
the terror of our foe. How the blessed Lord in 
heaven must have laughed when be listened to 
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the cotemporary prayers of Wellington, the Grand 
Mufti, the Pope, Hotliacliild I., Metturnich, and 
an endless meaa of little nohlea, stockjobbers, 
priests, and Torka, and all for one and the Bsma 
thing^the safety of the Crescent ! 

What the alarmists have fabled over the danger 
to which we are eipoeed hy the overgrowth of 
Bussia ie rank Donsenae. We Germans, at least, 
have nothing to risk ; a greater or less degree of 
servitude need not concern us, when the greatest 
of blessings, the being set free from the relics of 
feudalism and of priesthood, is at stake. They 
threaten us with the dominion of the knout, but 
I for one will gladly take a little thra.-^!iing if I 
can only know for a certainty that our euemies 
will get their share of it. Rut I will bet that 
they will go as of old, fawning and wheedling up 
to the new powers that be, graciously smiling and 
proffering the mott shameless services, and if it 
happens that they once for all must be kuouted, 
they will condition for the privilege of a knout 
of honour— just as a nobleman in ßiam, when 
punished, is stuck into a silken bag and is beaien 
with perfumed rods, while the criminal citizen is 
put into a common linen sack, and has his blows 
laid on with a stick utterly devoid of a sweet- 
smelling savour. Well, we will grant them this 
privilege (since it is the only one), if they are only 
well whipped, and especially the English nobility. 
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Pflople may rec-oU, if they piease, and as much as 
they pleaae, thnt it was bhis very nobility wliich 
forced from det<pi>tiäm the Magna Chnrta, and that 
Eaglaad, despite all her maiDlt:uaucu of social in- 
equality, haa ever secured the pereotial liberty of 
the subject, and that that country was a place of 
refuge for free souIb when despotism subdued the 
entire Oontioeut; those are Ceinpi jras.-ali / Eng- 
Iftud, with her aristocracy, is gradually siuking; 
independent spiritd have now a better place of 
refuge, and if all Kiirope becoine a siui,'le prison, 
there would stdl be another hole for escape — I 
mean America — and God be praised, that bole is 
larger than all the prison itself.' 

Btit these ore hU ridiculous whimsies, for if 
any one compares England and Russia with a 
view to freedom, no doubt remains as to which 
is the right aide to choose. Freedom has sprang 
in England from historical events, from privi- 
leges; in Russia, from principles. The resuita 
of those events — like the events themselves — bear 
the stamp of the Middle Ages. All England is 
congealed in mediteval, never to be rejuvenated 
institutions, behind which her aristocracy is en- 
ti'enclied. nwailingthe death -struggJa But those 
principles from which Russian freedom sprung — 



* Whioli " holu " Heine on an tiaueher ocEUinn nbuMxi w «i 
JDtnltrabl]' dull ptkcr, imHt to live in, or whr-re (rt'.'ilnni u W 
}et uDly in »w it[nanuit yuutbfalniiaa. — N«U bg TniTufulor. 
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or, to speak more correctly, frum whicb Bosan 
freedom is daily developing itaelf, are the liber 
ideas of our most recent timea ; the Russiaa 
^'overnnient ia penetrated through and through 
with these ideas; its UDliinited absolutism is 
rather a dictatorship, by which those ideas will 
be brought directly to life. Thia governineut is 
not rooted in feudalism and priestcraft ; it fights 
directly against the power of the nobles and of 
the Church, for even Catherine limited the power 
of the Church, and the Russian nobility exists by 
Church service. Russia is a democratic state — I 
would gladly say, ft Christian state — if I might be 
permitted to use this so often misused word in its 
sweetest and most cosmopolite sense, for the Rus- 
sians, by the very extent of their realm, are freed 
from the narrow- min dednesB of a heathenish 
national vanity ; they are citizens of the world, 
lacking only five-sixths, since Russia embraces 
one-balf-dozenth of the inhabited globe. 

And faith ! when a German-Russian, like my 
travelling companion, plays the brag-patriot, and 
t-alks about "our Kusaia" and "our Diebitsch," 
it seems to me as though I heard a herring 
calling the ocean his country and the whale hia 
ooiLi patriot. 
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AM sonnd as to RuBsm," I said on tlje biittlo- 
plain of Marengo, and quitted for a iow minatea 
tliG coach to offer op my moniing devotions, 

Tlio sun came forth glurioubly, genially, confi- 
dently from beneath a triumplial arch of colossal 
masses of clouds. But my soul was libo the poor 
moon, wliich stood paling away in heaven. She 
had wondered on in her lonely course in the 
desolnte night, where happy Fortune slept, and 
only spcctrcB, owls, and ii'lona carried on thtir 
dark vocations; and now, when the young day 
arose amid rays of rejoicing, and flultering flags 
of early morning flame, she must piiss filently 
away ; a single glance ot tho great world of light, 
and she is lost in eternal mist, 

" It will he a lino day," cried my travelling 
companion from the coach. "Yes, it will bo a 
6no day," slowly re-echoed my praying heart, as 
it trembled with grief and joy. Yes, it will be a 
beautiful day; the sun of freedom will wai-ni tho 
world with a more thrilling joy than that which 
comes from cold jristocratic stars; there will 
spring up a new race, begotten in the embraces 
of free choice, and not in the bed of compulsion 
and under the control of clerical tax-gntherei-s; 
and with free birth there will arise in luaukiud 
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Jrcci^tliOugUs and frcejielioge of wLicli wo, poor 
bora serfs, liove no conception. Ob, aa little 
will they imagine how terriblo wo3 the night in 
which we lived, and how cruel was our Etrifa 
with terriblo phantoms, gloomy owls, and hypo- 
critical einnore! Ah! wo poor warriors! who 
must waste onr life in sncb bottles, and are 
exhausted and palo when the day of victory 
dawns ! Tlic glow of sunrise will no more gilJ 
our cheeks, and no longer warm our hearts ; we 
must die like tho fading moon. All too short 
is tho measure of man's allotted path, at whose 
end lies the pitiless grave. 

I really do not know whether I desen'e that 
a laurel wreath be laid on my coÜin. Poetry, 
dearly as I have loved it, has always been to mo 
only a holy playlhing or a. consecrated niuans 
whereby to attain a heavenly end. I have never 
attached much value to a poetic reputation, and 
I care little whether my songs are praised or 
found fault with.' But yo may lay a sword on 
my coffin, for I was a bravo soldier iu the war of 
freedom for mankind. 



' Heine'» attnok on Voo Platen in the next chaptor ia nn 
amuaing illuslmtioa ot Ihia lusvrtcd inäiRerenco as tu wlitthvt 
his own poems were (ouiid fault with. To jndgo by liü lulort^ 
cor aatliur *taod at tlic very head ot the irtilal/ite geiua valim, 
— A'ulc bji Tramlalvr. 
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CHAPTER XXXIL 



DuHDiG tlie noonday heat we sought shelter in n 
Franciscan monastery, situatod on a lofty eleva- 
tion, and wbicti, with its dark cypresses and white 
monks, peeped out liko a holy shooting-box, look- 
ing down into tha pleasant green valleys of tlie 
Apennines. It was a beautiful buUding that of the 
CartliusiansatMonza, I onlysaw it externally, nnd 
I also passed many other remarkable cloisters and 
cbnrches. Often, in regarding these old chnrcbes, 
I know not which most to admiro, the beanty of 
their vicinity, their great size, or the equally great 
and rock-like firm souls of their builders. Tbey 
well knew that only their far-off descendants 
could complete tbö worit; and yet they quietly 
laid the foundation-stone, and calmly placed one 
Btone upon another until death called them from 
the work, and other architects continued that 
^■ork, and in turn were laid in the grave — all in 
nnshuken belief in the eternity of the Catholic 
Church, and ali equally assured of the same faith 
in tbc generations to come, who would build oa 
where they had ceased to labour. 

It was the faith of the age, and the old arcUU 
tects lived and sank to sleep in this faith. Now 
they lie before the doors of their antique churches, 
and it is to be hoped that tbeir slumbers may bo 
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^H BOund, and ihat tLey may not be aivalcenod by •■^M 

^H tlio laugliter of the luter age. And ib would bo ^H 
^H a End thiDg for them, particalarly for tbose wbo ^H 
^H are buried near old unRaished cathedrals, should ^H 
^H they suddenly revive some night, and gaze by the ^H 
^H cold Ead moonlight on their unfinished day's work, ^H 
^H and lind that tbo time for Ünishing them had ^H 
^H passed away, and that thoir whole lifo had been ^H 
^H spent ^M 
^H Snch is the voice of onr own age, which has ^M 
^H other problems and another faith. ^M 
^H I once, in Cologne, heard a little boy ask hia 
^H mother why they did not finish the half-built . 
^H cathedral. He was a pretty child, and I kissed 
^H liis bright intelligent eyes; and as bis mother 
^1 could give no answer to the question, I told hitn 
^H that now-a days people had altogether diffcrcut 
^B things to do.^ 

^^ On the summit of tho Apounines, not far from 
1 Genoa, we behold the sea; between the green | 


^^^^^^ ' It was a choracteriftlc failing with Heine, oa with many 

^^H highly iiuQginativo nici), Uitt he geuorally took but out clvniL-iit 1 

^^1 or cause into cnnaideroCiaD. Hire he lorgtt« that ontii mal prida 

^^H and cettbttic culture might eontinUD the work begun bv religion. 

^^H Tbo Cathedral of Cfilngne bos been fiolshed siDce thii wan ^J 

^^H irrlttt-D, Proteitants having grpatij aided the nock. TheCo^.iil ^H 

^^1 oF S.inta Cruct', in Fluivnce, wiu executud more rDCently lij- an ^H 

^^1 EnfjHshman ; in [act, tliere actuii to ho littlo Teamn toilnubt ^H 

^^V tbat all llie buitdinga hero referred to will bo looni-r or later ^H 

^^■^ Goniplt'ti:<l.^A'utc is Tranilalor. ^H 
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moantuin peaks we catch glimpsoa of its blue 
waters, aiiJ sMps ivliicb come Torth licre nnd tliere 
peem to sail strangely over the mountains. If 
we see tin's view during twilight, when the last 
rays of the sun begin playing a wondrous game 
with the earliest shades of evening, nnd when all 
lines and shapes twino dreamily together, then a 
feeling as of old legends steals over the mind ; the 
coach rolls along, the sweetest dreamiest sbndowa 
of the aonl nro revived ; they tenderly greet, until 
at last in a vision we Bcem to be in Genoa. 



CHAPTER xxxm. 



1» 

I Tais city la old without antiquity, narrow wilh- 

I out liome-liko snugness, and Ugly beyond doscnp- 

I tion. It is built on a rook, at the foot of amplii- 

I tbeatre-Iike bills, whieh hold in their embrace the 

i loveliest boaom of the eoa. The Genoese have 

\^ consequently from Nature one ot the best and 

aecureet of harb<jura. And as the whole town 
stands on a single rock, the hou!;ea must, for the 
aako of room, be built very high, while the streets 
are very narrow, so that the latter are very dark 
and close, only two of thorn admitting carriages. 
But the houses are chiefly used by their inhabi- 
tants, who are principally merchants, as store- 
houses, and OS sleeping- pi aces by night. During 
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the wliole trafficking day, tlioy run about town 
or Bit before their house-rloors — I sliould say, 
within, tlieir house-doorB — otlierwise opposite 
neigbbours would knock tbeir knees together. 

Seen from tbe sea side, especially towards 
evening, tbe whole town gains in appearance, lb 
lies there on tho shore like the bleached skeleton 
of some castaway ruonstroua beast; dark anta 
wliich call thcmtielves Genoese creep over it, bias 
wnvcs dash it with foam, humming a Uillnby, 
nnd the moon, the pale eye of night, looks dowa 
on it with son-ow. 

In the garden of tho Palazzo Doria the old sea- 
hero stands like a Neptune in a great wnter-basin. 
But tbe statno ia forlorn and mutilated, the foun- 
tain is dry, and seamews nestle amid the dark 
cypresses. Like a boy always thinking of plays, I 
was at once reminded by tbe name of Doria of 
that of Frederic Schiller, the noblest, if not the 
greatest, of our German poets. 

Though mostly in decay, the palaces of tha 
once powerful lords of Genoa, the nohtli, are 
still very beautiful, displaying an excess of magni- 
ficence. They are nearly all situated on the two 
great streets known as the Slrada Nuova and 
Halbi. Of these palaces, tho Durazzo is tho most 
remarkable. Here are many good pictures, among 
them Paul Veronese's Mary Magdalene washing 
the feet of Christ. Tho Mary is so beautiful that 
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Wero bIio alive slie woukl be in danger of a seconii 
Beiluction. I stood n longtime before lier, but 
ah! she did not look up. Christ stands there 
like a pious Ilamlot — " ßu lo a viinnery ! " Ilera 
I also found excellent Dutch paintings, and splen- 
did works by Rubens, tlie latter inspired to tha 
fullest extent by the colossal geniality of tlia 
Netherlandish Titan, whose spirit-wings were 
80 powerful that he would have soared to the 
sun, though a hundred tons of Dutch cheese had 
been tied to his legs, I cannot pnss the smallest 
painting by this master without paying my tribute 
of admiration, and all the more because it is notr 
the fashion to glance at him with a shrug of the 
shoulder on account of his lack of ideality. The 
historical school of Munich spreads itself with 
peculiar magnificence in this sort of criticism, 
\Vith what Jiigh-flown depreciation do the long- 
liiiired disciples of Cornelius wander through the 
Kuubens Hall ! But perhaps their error b more 
intelligible when we reflect on the great con- 
trast which Ptter Cornelius himself forma to Peter 
Paul Rubens. No greater opposites can be ima- 
gined ; and yet, with all this, a notion occasion- 
nlty comes into my bead that there are points of 
nfltnity between them, which I rather surmise 
than unJeretand. Perhaps there are peculiari- 
ties of their Northern country hidden in them, 
which proclaim themsclvea to a tbird fellow- 
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couutrymnn — that is, to myself — liko sort secret 
wliispcra. But tliia secret afllnity does not con- 
eist of tlie Netlicrlnndisli joyousiiess anil spriglih- 
ImcEs of colour wbicli langlis from oil the pictures 
of Rubens, so tlint we luiglit almost believe tUnt 
be had painted them in n glorious Rhine-wine 
carouse, while dancing fiiir-music rang and piped 
around. Truly the pictures of Cornelius seem, 
on the contrary, to liave been painted on Good 
Friday, while the doleful songs of the processioua 
Bwopt through the street, and re-echoed in the 
atelier and in the heart of the painter. In pit>- 
dactivencss, in boldness of conception, in genial 
originolity, both are alike ; both are born painters, 
and belong to the cycle of great masters, who foi" 
the most part ilouriahed in the time of Raphael — 
an ago which was still cap.ible of e.-cercising a 
direct influence on Rubeus, but which is so utterly 
removed from our own that we are almost terrified 
by the appearance of Cornelius, for he seems to 
us like the ghost of one of tljoso great artists of 
Rapiiaorstimewiio haa nsenfrom the grave to paint 
a few more pictures — a dead creator, self- conjured 
by the indwelling word of life which was b:>r!ed 
with him. If we study his pictures, they gnzo oa 
as with eyes of the fifteenth century; their gar- 
ments are ghost-like, as tbongh they rustled past 
in midnight; the bodies are strong with magio 
j^iiwer, drawn with dream-like accuracy, power- 
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fdlly true, only they want blooJ-tliroltbinfj life and 
colour. Yo3, Cornelius is a creator ; but if wc look 
at hia creations it soenia to us aa tLougli tliey 
could not livo long; as tliongh tliey wero all 
pointed a few Lours beforo doatli ; as tbongli 
thoy all wero propLctic signs of apjiroacliing 
dissolution. Despite their hearty geniality, the 
paintings of Pmbens awniien in us a similar 
leeling — thoy also seem to bear within tliem tlio 
germ of death, and a feeling comes over us that 
notwithstanding tbeir superabundance of life and 
their fulness of red blood, they must suddenly be 
struck down. This is perhiips the secret of that 
affinity which we so stmngely feel when com- 
paring these masters. Tiio excess of pleasure 
in certain pictures by Rubens, and tbo infinite 
Borrow in others by Cornelius, awake in us per- 
haps tho same emotions. But whence cornea this 
sorrow in a Dutchman ? It is perhaps tho terrible 
consciousness that he belongs to an age long 
passed away, and that his life is a mystical re- 
appearance — for oh ! he is not merely the only 
grcnt artist who now paints, but, it may bo, tho 
only great onowho ever will paint. Uefore him, 
to the time of the Caracci, is a long darkness, 
and after him the shadows again close together; 
his hnnd is a blight, eolitary spirit-baud in the 
night of Art, and the pictures wliich it paints 
boor the unearthly couBdcnce of such an earnest, 



in 



PICTURES OF TRAVEL. 



rugged soclusion, I liave nerer looked at tliJa 
band of the Last of tlia Painters without a secret 
shudder when I gazed on the man himsolfj the 
little sharp man with glowiug eyes ; and yet that 
hand has awakened in me feelings of the warmest 
lovo and devotion, when I have remembered that 
it once rested lovingly on my little Cngera, and 
aided me to design outliuea of faces, when I, a 
little boy, waa learning to draw in the academy 
in Düsseldorf. 



CnAPTER XXXIV. 

I CANNOT leave unmentioned the collection of poi^ 
traits of beautiful Geuocso women exhibited in the 
IVlnce Durazzo, Nothing in Ihe world inspires 
the 8011I with such melancholy aa the siglit of 
portraits of fair daraes who have been dead fop 
centuries. Sadness steals over the booI whou we 
reflect that of all the originals of those pictures, 
of nil the beauties who were so lovely, so coquet- 
tish, so witty, BO rogi]ish, and so dreamy — of all 
those May heads with April moods, of that spring- 
tide of ladies of the olden time, nothinj^ now re- 
mains but these many-coloured shadows which 
some artist, who, like them, has long been dead, 
has painted on a perishable canvas, which, like the 
originals, mnst pass away in time to decay ami 
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iu&t} And Eo all lifo passes away, tlie beautiful 
as well as tlie Iiideous, witliout lenvtug a trace. 
Death, the dry pedaut, spares the rose as little 
as the thistle ; he forgets not a lonely straw ia 
the most remote wildemesa; he thoroughly and 
incessantly destroys ; everywhere we behold him 
treading into dust plants and aniraola, mankind 
and their works ; and even those Egyptian pyra- 
mids, which seem to defy hia annihilating rage, 
are only trophies of his power, monuments of all 
long passed away, primeval royal graves. 

But sadder far than this idea of an endless 
dying and of a desolate yawning annihilation is 
the thought that we do not even perish as origi- 
nals, but as copies of long- vanished mortals who 
were Hpirituaüy and bodily like na, and that after 
us men will again be born, who will in turn see, 
and feel, and think like us, and be again in turn 
annihilated by death ;— a comfortless, endless 
game of reproduction, wherein the prolific earth 
must constantly be banging forth more tlian 



' " Say in what lanJ a there a trace 
Of Flora, once iho rUiman fair! 
Archlpiada or ThaiR, 
Who were, like her, of bcaiitj rural 
Echo will fling Ihe <iiieition bock 
O'er allent lite and atreanilet luno [ 
All enrlhly beauty fsdee awny, 
Where h.i» the (ore-yeKr'" »nowtnll gone!" 

~ YUhn, Iranilatcd by 0. 0. Cefand, t$J% 
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death can Jestroy, so tliat slie, io her noeil, must 
givo mora heed to tho niaintennnco of the species 
thftn to tho originality of tho individual. 

Strangely was I thrilled by tho mystical terror 
of this thonghfc, when I, in tho Durazzo Palaco, 
Razod npon tho portraits of the lovely Genoese 
l&dicB, and among them, on a picture which awoke 
in my soul a sweet storm, which even yet, whoa 
I recall it, canses my eyelashes to tromblo. It 
was tiie pictnro of tho dead Maria. 

The guardian of Iho gnllory believed, indeed, 
that the picture was that of a Duchess of Genoa, 
and in the cicerono tone began to tell that "it 
was painted by Giorgio Barbarelli (3e Castelfranco 
nel Trevigiano, commonly known as Giorgione. 
He was one of tho greatest painters of the Vene- 
tian school, was bom in the year 1477, and died 
in the year 1511." 

"That will do, Signor Custodo. Tlio likeness 
is caught exactly, although it was painted a few 
centuries too early. Drawing nccurat«, style of 
colour excellent ; why, tho folds of drapery on the 
breast are admirable. Be bo kind as to take the 
picture down fram tbo wall. I will only blow 
away the dust from the lips and brnsh away the 
Bpider which lurks in a corner of tho fmrne, 
Maria was always so much afraid of spiders." 

" ExcdlcTiza appears to be a connoisseur." 

"If so, I did not know it, Signor Custodo. 
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liave tlie tÄtont of being singularly moved wliea 
I behold certain pictures, and tlien my eyes water. 
But what do I seo? Whoso portrait is that of 
the man in the black cloak hanging yondDr?" 
" Also by Giorgione — a masterpiece." 
" Signor, I beg you be so kind as to take this 
picture, too, from tho wall and hold it near the 
mirror, that I may sco if I resemble it!" 

"Your Excellency is not so pale. The pic- 
ture 13 a nittsterpiece by Giorgione, the rival of 
Titian, Uo was born in 1 477, and died in the 
year 1511." 

Dear reader, I much prefer Giorgione to Titian, 
and am especially obliged to hini for painting 
Maria for mo. And it must aUo bo evident to 
yoQ ibat Giorgione paiuted that other portrait 
for me, and not for some old Genoese. And it 
is very like, death-sUent like; it even has the 
sorrow in the glance — a sorrow which belongs 
rather to an imagined pain than to one which 
has been experienced, and one which is very hard 
to paint, ITio whole pictoro seems to have been 
sighed upon canvas. Even tho man in the black 
mantle is well paiuted, and the maliciously senti- 
mental lips are like life — speakingly so, as tbongli 
1 they were just about to telt a story, the story of 
I tho knight who fain would kiss his lady-love to 
I life, and as tho light was blown out ■ 
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* I «n u woman is to man." 

— CotntTABacsTvoK Platen IlALLntunKtS 

" Would the CoQDt lika ■ dunce I 
Lei bim but My »o, 
I'll plaj him » tune." — Fioabcw 



CHAPTER I. 

When I Bonght Matilda in lier cliatnbor, she Iiad 
just TaEt^ned the last button of licr green riding- 
habit, and was putting on a chapcau with a wbite 
plume. Slie hastily cn&t it doivn as soon as slie 
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saw me, and rau to me witli all Iier wavinfT, 
golden locks. " Doctor of heaven and earth ! ' 
Ehe cried, and, according to her old custom, sha 
caught me by the cars and kissed me with tho 
drollest heartiness. 

" How are you ? maddest of mortal men ! How 
glad I am to see you again; for never in this 
world shiJI I find a crazier soul. There are fools 
and blockheads in plenty, and peoplo oflen do 
them the honour to consider them crazy, but real 
insanity is as genrce as real wisdom ; perhaps it 
13 nothing but wisdom which is vexed to think 
that it knows everything— all the infamy of this 
world — and has consequently come to the wise 
conclusion to go mad. The Orientals ore u 
shrewder race, they honour a maniac as a pro- 
phet, but wo look upon propliets as maniacs." 

" But, my ladv, why have you not written to 
me?" 

"Snroly, Doctor, I wrote you a long letter, 
and directed it to ' New Bedlam.' But as you, 
contrary to all expectation, were not there, they 
Bent it to St. Lul^e, and as yon were not there 
either, it went to another establishment of the 
samo sort, and so it went the rounds of all the 
lunatic asylums in England, Scotland, and Ire- 
land, until they returned it to ino with the re- 
mark that tho gentleman to whom the letter 
was addressed was not as yet ' in bonds contracted.' 
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Aiid how under tlie sun Iiave yon counter-acted,' 
BO DS to keep at liberty ? " 

" Ab ! I did it cunningly, my lady. Wlierover I 
went, I coutfived to slip aw;iy fi'om tho mnd-liouses, 
niid I think tliat I shall succeed in Italy toa" 

" Oil, friend, bore you are safe enough, for, in tha 
first place, there is no mad-house in tho neighbour- 
hood, and, secondly, wo are liero in the majority." 

" Ife f my lady I You count yourself then na 
one of US? Permit me to imprint the kiss of 
brotherhood upon your brow." 

" Ah ! I meon we watering-place guests, among 
whom I am really the most rational. And so 
you can easily imagine who (he maddest must I», 
I mean Julia MaxßelJ, who always maintains (hat 
green eyes signify tho spring o£ the soul ; and 
Dcsidcs we havo two young beauties " 

" English beauties, of course, my lady " 

" Doctor, what does this mockiug tone moan ? 
The yellow, greasy, maccaroui faces in Italy must 
suit your tasto, if you have no f^ncy now for 
British " 

" I'l um -puddings with raisin-eyes, roast-beef 
bosoms festooned with white strips of horse-radish, 
proud pies " 

" There was a time. Doctor, when yon were 
enchanted if a lovely English woman " 

' In Iho nrifinal fm.Tf/'tijm, ' ronght,' ti here conlrastcJ ivilh 
anQt/angcn, 'mniiagvd.' 
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"Yos, but tliat was once J I alvraya Lave a 
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proper reverence lur your tellow-couutrywoinen ; 
they are briglib as suns, but suns of ice ; tliey ava 
white as marble, bub are also marble cold; oa 
their bosoms are frozen the poor " 

"Obo! I know one who did not freeze tliere, 
but who jumped fi-esh aud allvo over the sea, and 
be was n great German impertinent " 

" At least lie got such a cold on that British 
frosty heart that he still has a cold in his head 
in ciinsequence." 

My Lady seemed vexed at tliia answer, ehe 
grasped the riding-whip which lay between tbo 
leaves of a novel as a book-marker, switehed it 
jround the ears of her great white hound, who 
Blowly growled, hastily clapped her hat jauntily 
on her locks, looked once or twiue with approha- 
tion at herself in the mirror, and said proudly, 
" I am still beautiful ! " But then, all at onco, 
OS if penetrated by a gloomy thrill of pain, she 
remained silent, musing, slowly drew the long 
white riding glove from her hand, held tho hand 
out to me, and, reading my thoughts like light- 
ning, said, " This hand is not as beautiful as it 
was in Eamsgate. Ha ! Since that time Matilda 
bas Buffered — much ! " 

Dear reader, we can seldom see a flaw in a 
bell ; wo must hear its ring to know if it exiita. 

le voice where- 
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with those words wero spoken, yon would Lave 
felt at once tbafc my Lndy'a heart was a boll of 
tlie best metftl, but tliat a secret flaw straugely 
mingled a discord with its sweetest tones, aud 
pave it an air of strange sadness. Yet I love 
such boUa ; they over find a true echo in my own 
breast ; and I again tissed my Lady's hand, almost 
as earnestly as of old, though it was no longer ia 
its first bloom, and the veins which roso from it, 
almost all (ou blue, seemed to repeat, " Since that 
lime Maiihla has suEfBred — much." 

Her eyes y;azed on me like sorrowful solitary 
stars in the autumnal heaven, and she satd, eolYly 
and sadly, from lier inmost soul, " Yon seem to 
love nie less now, Doctor ! for that was a tear 
of pity which you just wept on my hand. It 
Eoeuied like aii alma." 

"Who laitght you to interpret so unkindly the 
silent language uf my tears ? I'll bet that yonr 
white hound there, who fawns on you, undorstands 
me better. He looks first at me and then at 
you, aud seems to bo wondering that human 
beings, those proud lords of creation, are inter- 
nally BO wretched. Ah ! my Lady, only a sym- 
pathetic sorrow diaws forth sucb tears; in reality 
we each weep for ourselves." 

" Euongli, enough, Doctor. It is good, at any 
rate, that wo are coteniporaries, and that wo meet 
ajrain with our foolish tears in the same comer 
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of tlie earth. Oh, our bad lack ! If you liad only 
lived two ceiitui-iea eaj-lier, when I wag getting 
on BO well with my friend, Michael de Cervantes 
Saavedra, or rather if you had only been born a 
hundred years later, na another intimate friend 
of miue, whose name I don't just now bapi^en to 
know, because bis first birthday won't be cele- 
brat^d until the year 1900. But tell me how 
you've bueu getting on Binca we parted." 

" At the old business, my Lady, rolling the 
great stone. When I hatl shoved it to the top 
of the hill, then it rolled all at once down again, 
and I had to go at it once more; and this up- 
and-down bill work lasted until at last I lio 
crouched beneath it, and Master Stone-mason baa 
carved on it with great lettara, ' Hore rests in 
tl,e I/jrd ■" 

" By my soul. Doctor, 111 bring you to life 
again. Don't you dure to be melancholy! Laugh, 
or ■' 

" No ; don't tickle me. Td rather laugh of 
myself." 

"That's right. Now you please me just as 
you did in Rainsgate, where we first became so 
intimate " 

" And tiually a little more than intimate. Yea, 
I loill be merry. It is fortunate that we have 

met, and the great German will again find 

bis greatest pleasure in risking his life near you," 
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My Lady's eyes lauglieJ like snDsliiao after a 
Boft rain, aud her merry inooJ again flashed out 
OS Joiin entered, aiiJ, with the Etiffest flunkey 
pathos, aanouuced Lis Excellency the Marquia 
Cliristophero di Gnmpelino. 

" He's welcome ! And now, Doctor, you will 
become acquainted with a peer of the realm of 
fools. Don't be Bhoclced at hh personal appoar- 
anco, particularly at his nose. The man hsm 
excellent qualities; for instance, a great deal of 
money, common sense, and the deeii-o to embody 
in himself all the follies of the oge; moreover, 
ho is in lovo with my green-eyed friend, Julia 
JIaxfield, and calls her hia Julia and himself her 
Borneo, and declaims and sighs ; and Lord Max- 
lield, the brother-in-law to whom the faithful 
Julia has been intrusted by her husband, is an 
Argus " 

I was just about to remark that Argus had 
charge of a cow, when the door opened, and, to 
my utmost amazement, in waddled my old friend, 
the banker Christian Gutnpel, with his opulent 
smile and blessed belly, Adcr his broad shining 
lips hod sufflciently scoured my Lady's hand, and 
delivered themselves of the usual questions as to 
health, &c., ho recognised me — and the friends 
Bank into each other's arms. 
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CHATTER II. 

^ MiTiLDA's warning not to be struck by Giinipe« 
lino's nose Iiad some foundation in fact, for he 
came within an ace of knocking out one of my 
eyes nitb it. I will Bay nothing against thia 
Qoso ; on the contrary, it was one of the noblest 
form and seemed of itself to give my friend full 
right to claim, at least, the title of a Mnrquta. 
For it was evident from the nose that Gurtipel 
was of high nobility, and descended from tliat 
very ancient world family into which the bleascd 
Lord himself once married wilhont fear of a 
Qieealliance. Since those days, it is trne that 
tbo family lias come down a little, and in fact 
since the reign of Charlemogne they have been 
obliged to pick up a living byflelling old pantn- 
loons and Hnmbury lottery tickets, but witbout 
diminishing in the leiist their pride of ancestry, 
or losing the hope that some day they will all 
come again into tlieir long lost property, or at 
least obtain emigration damages, with interest, 
b when tlieir old legitimate soven-ign keeps the 

I promises made wbeo restored to ot&ce — promises 

I by which he has been leading them about by tba 

I ^ noso for two thousand years. Perhaps this lead- 
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ing them about by tho nose la the cause wliy the 
latter has been pulled out to such a length ! Or 
it may be that theso long noses are a sort of 
nnirorm whereby Jehovah recognises his old body- 
guards even when tbey have deserted. Such a 
deserter was the Marquis Gumpelino, but bo 
always wore his uniform, and a brilliant one 
it waSj sprinkled with crosses and stars of rubies, 
a Red Eagle order in miniature and other decora- 
tions. 

" Look ! " said my Lady, " that is my favourite 
nose, and I know of no more beautiful flower in 
all the world." 

" This flower," grinned GiinipeHno, " cannot bo 
placed on your fair bosom, unless I lay my bloom- 
ing face there also, and such an addition might 
trouble you in this warm weather. But I bring 
you an equally precious ßower, which is here 
very rare." 

Saying this, lA Mnrqiiis opened a tissue paper 
liorn, which he had brought with him, and with 
great care slowly extracted from it a raagnÜicent 
tulip. 

Scarcely had my Lady seen the flower ere she 
Bcreamed with all her might. '• Murder I murder ! 
would you murder me ? Away with the horrible 
vision!" With this she acted as if about to bo 
murdered, held her hands before her eyes, ran 
madly about the room, invoked maledictions on 
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Ciimpelino'snose nnd tulip, ranfrtlio bell, stamped 
on tliQ grouiii], etrucli the hound wltli lier riding 
Bwitch till Iio Ijiiyed alnuJ, and na Jolin entered 
eIib cried aloud, like Kean, in Itiuliard 111. — - 

" A horse ! a Iiorsc ! 
W y kiniplom for a horac 1 " 

and stormed liko a whirlwind from tlie ronm. 

"A queer woman!" said Gumpelino, motion- 
less with astonishment, and still holding the tulip 
in his hand, so that he looked like one ofthoso 
lotus-bearinp fat idols cai'ved on antique Indian 
temples. But I understood tlio hidy and lier 
idiosyncrasy far better than lio^ — this comedy 
deliylited me beyond description, and opening tho 
window, I cried, " My Lady, how you act ! Is 
this sense — propriety — espoeially is it lovo?" 

Up lanyhed the wild answer — 

"Wlioti I nm o' horseback, I will swear 
1 lovo tliee infiiiitcly." 



CnAPTER III. 

" A CUIU0IJ3 woman," repeated Gumpelino, as wa 
Went our way to visit hia two lady friends, Signora 
Letitia and Signora Francesca, whose acc[uaintr 
ance lie promised me. As tbe dwelling of tliesa 
ladies was situated on a somewhat distant etni- 




m 



PICTURES OF TRAVEL. 



nonce, I appreciated nil t.lie more tliis kindneaa 
of ray corpulent friend, who found hill-climbing 
Bomewhat difficult, and who stopped on every 
little moand to recover liia breath, and sigh, " 
Jesn ! ■' 

The dwellings at the baths of Lucca are situated 
eitherbelow, in a village surrounded by high liilla, 
or are placed on one of these hilla, which is not 
far froiii the principal spriug, where a picturesque 
group of houses peeps down into the charming 
dule. But mnny are scattered here and there 
on the sides of the hill, and nre attainable only 
Ly a wearisome climb through a wild paracliso of 
vines, myrtlo bushes, honeysuckles, laurels, clean- , 
dors, geraniums, and similar high-born plants. V 
I have never seen a lovelier valley, particularly 
when one looks from the terrace of the upper 
bath; where the solemn green cypresses stand; 
down into the village, We there see a bridge 
beuiling over a stream called the Lima, which 
cuts the village in two. At its either eud there 
ore waterfalls leaping over rocky fragments wilh 
a roar, as though they would fain utter the 
plcnsantost things, but could not express them- 
Eolves distinctly on account of the roaring echo. 

The great charm of the valley is owing to the 
circumstance that it is neither too great nor too 
small, that the soul of the beholder is not forcibly 
elevated, but rather coluily and gradually inspired 
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with the glorious viow; tliat the aiiminits of tlia 
inountaina thomsetves, true to Uieir Apenoiua 
nature, are not magDilicently mi^sliapen in ex- 
travagant Gothic form, lil:o rocky caricotureSj 
just as tlie men in Germnu lands on tbera ars 
Luman caricatures; bat bo that their nobly 
rounOed, clieerfnl green funns seem of themselves 
inspired with the civilisation of nrt, and accoixl 
melodiously with the blue heaven. 

"0 Jesu!" sighed Gumpelino, as we, woary 
with climbing, and a little too well warmed with 
the morning sun, attained the above-mentioned 
cypresses, and gazing down into the village, saw 
our English lady friend sweeping proudly along 
on her steed over the bridge, like the qneon ia 
a fairy legend, and then vanish, swift as a dream, 
"0 Jesu! what a curious woman! In all my 
born days 1 never did see such a woman. Only 
in plays. Don't you think the actress Holzbecher 
could play her part well ? There's something of 
the watorwitch about hor — hey!" 

"You're right, Gumpelino. When I went 
with her from London to Rotterdam, the captain 
compared her to a rose sprinkled with pepper. 
Out of gratitude for this spicy comparison she 
emptied n whole box of pepper in his hair as he 
lay asleep in the cabin. Nobody could come 
, neap the man without sneezing," 

"A curious woman!" quotli Gumpelino onco 
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again, " Delicate ns wliite silk, but every bit as 
strong, and alio rides liorseback ds well as I. I 
only hope she won't rido herself onb of he&ltii. 
Tliere, did you bo« tliat long Iftin Knglishinan on / ' 
his lean Lorse, racing arter Ler like a galloping 
consumption ? Those English people ride too 
outrageously J why, they'd Bpeud oil tho money 
in the world on horses. Lady MasficM's wbito 
horse coat three hundred golden live lonis-d'ors; 
nh ! and louis-d'ors are at euch a premium now, 
and keep risiug every day ! " 

" Yes, the lonia-d'ors will end by rising so 
high that a poor scholar like myself will never 
be able to reach tiiciii." 

" You can't have an idea, Doctor, of how ranch 
money I have to spend, and yet I keep only one 
attendant, and only wlien I am in Homo hire a 
chaplain for my private chapel. Look, there 
comes my Hyacinth !" 

The little (igure who at this instant appeared 
opproaching us from behind tho turn of a hill, 
reminded me more of a " burning bash " than a 
hyacinth. It appeared like a waddling great 
scarlet coat overloaded with gold embroidery, 
wiiich flashed in the sun-rays, and above this red 
Bplendour sweated a little faco well known to ma 
of old, aud which gaily nodded to me. And in 
fact, when I saw the sallow, cautious face and the 
busy, winking eyca, I recognised a conntenanco 
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wbicli I Bhoald sooner Iiavo expected to see on 
Montit Sinai than on tbg Apennines, and tliab 
was tbe face of Heir Hirsch, citizen of Haoihurg, 
a man who waa not only a very honourable lottery 
/«gent, bat one who waa also learned in hard and 
^ soft coma, and in jewels, inasmuch as ho not only 
knew the difference between them, but hnd skill 
in cutting the rormcr, and in putting a good 
round price on the latter. 

" 1 do hope," ho said, as he approached, " that 
you haven't forgot me, though my name ain't 
Hirsch now. I'm called Hyacinth, and I'm ser- 
vant of Herr Gum pel," 

"Hyacinth!" cried his master, in raging 
amazement at tliia indiscretion of his servant. 

"Oh, be easy, Herr Gumpel, or Herr Gumpe- 
lino, or Herr Marquis, or your Excollonce; we 
needn't put ourselves out of tho way with this 
hero gentleman. He knows me ; lie's bought 
lots of lottery tickets of mo ; I'm not afraid to 
Bwear that he still owes me seven marks and nine 
echilliog on the last drawing, I am really glad. 
Doctor, to meet you again. Voit'i*e here, I s'pose, 
on pleasure- busin ess. What else, of course, can 
a man be doing here when it's so hot, a-climbing 
up nnd down hill? I'm as used up every night 
aa if I'd gone twenty times from tho Alton^ 
Gate to tho Stono Gate without earning a 
copper." 
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" Jesu," crieJ tlio Marquis ; " bold yonr 
tongue! I'll get another servant, I will." 

" Why hold my tongae ? " replied Hirsch 
Hyacintlins. "I do bo love to get a chance to 
talk good GeriiiaD with a face whom I've known 
in Hamburg, and when 1 think of Hamburg " 

Here, at the memory of his bit of a step-father- 
land, his eyes gleamed with tears, and he said, 
eighing aa he spoke, "What is man? He goes 
walking with pleasure out of the Altonu Gale 
and on the Hamburg Hill, and there he sees the 
eights, the lions, the birds, the poll-parrots,' tho 
monkeys, the great folks, and he takes a turn on 
the flying horses, or gets electrified, and then 
thinks how jolly he'd be if he waa only in a place 
a thousand miles off, in Italy, whore the oranges, 
and lemons area-growing ! What is man? When 
he's before the Altona Gate he wants to be in 
Italy, and when he's in Italy he wnnls to be back 
again before the Altona Gate. Oh, I wish I wa3 
«-standing there now, looking at -the Michaels 
steeple, and the big clock on it with the great 
gold figures — great gold figures — how olbjn I've 
looked ftt 'em, when they were a-shiuing bo jolly 
in the afternoon sun, till I felt like kissing 'em. 
JVoif I'm in Italy, where the lemons and oranges 



1 Fnpngnyim, Ihe piili/ t]iKUii. Gogiia in Hebrew mruu 
Gentilr.1, who Wufihip ware gotU tliao uae. 
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grow, auJ wlien I see 'em prowing, it puts me in 
mind of tlie Steinweg in llambiirfr, wbere tlicre'a 
lota of 'em lying in great heaping piles in tlio 
wheelbarrows, and where a man can eat and eat 
'cm to his heart's content, without all this troublö 
of going up hill and down, and getting so wann. 
As the Lord may have mercy on me, Herr Mar- 
quis, if it wasn't for the honour of the situotion, 
and tlio genteel edecation I'm getting, cuss mo if 
I'd a-come here. But I will say this for you, 
Marquis, that in your sei'vice there's both hon- 
our and genteel bringing np to bo had, aad no 
mistake," 

"Hyacinth I" said Gumpelino, who Lad bcoii 
Ecmowhat mollified by this ßattcry, " Uyacinth, 
goto " 

"Yes, I know." 

" I say you don't know, Hyacinth," 

"And / say, Herr Guiiipel, I do know. No 
nse a-teiling me. Your Excellency was o-going 
to say that I must go to Lady MaxGeld. Sho ! 
I know all your thoughts before you've thought 
them, and some maybe that you never will think 
ff in all your bom days. Such a servant as I am 
isn't to be found eosy, and I only do it for tha 
honour and the geuteel edecation, and it's a fact, 
I do get both by you." With thoso words, ho wiped 
hia face with a very clean white hnndkcrchier. 

"Hyacinth," said the Jlanpiisv "go to Lady 
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Julia MaxGeld, to my Julia, and give lier this 
tulip; take good care of it, for it cost five paoli, 
and sny to her " 

" YeB, I know " 

" You know nothing. Tell her that tbe tulip 
is amons the flowers- 



" Yes, I know ; you want to say Eoinething to 
iicr with this bere flower. I've mado up eucIi 
mottoes many a time for my lottery tickets." 

"I don't want any of your lottery ticket 
notions. Go to Lady Ma.xfield, ami say to Iier — 



^ 



' The tulip is uniong tlie flowers 

Like aiiioDg c1ll:e^cs ^ood Slmcliino, 
But more limn cliee^c and aiui'e tlian flowen 
Thou'rt lionüurcd liy thy OunijiEUnu.' " 



" Now, aa I hope to be saved, tliat'a first rate," 
cried Hyacinth. " Oil, you needn't be a-nodJing 
to me, Herr Marquia; what you know, I kuow, 
und what I know, you know. Aud you, Doctor, 
good-bye ! Never mind that little triile you didn't 
settle with mo." With those words he descended 
tbe mountain, and as ho went I could hear 
him murmur, "Gumpelino, Strachino — Strachino 
G ampelino," 

"He's an honest fellow," said the Marquis, 
"or I should have sent him off long ago, on 
account of his want of etiquette. However, before 
j-ou it isn't of much consequence ; you understand 
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me. How do you like his livery ? There's thirty 
doHara' worth of gold on it more than tliere ia 
on that of RothRchUd'a servants. It is my 
greatest delight to see how the roan perfects 
Idmself. Now and then I give liiru lessons in 
refinement and accomplishment myself. I often 
say to him, ' What is money ? Money is round 
and rolls away, but culture remains.' Yes, 
Doctor, if I — which the Lord forbid — should 
ever lose my money, I still have the comfort of 
knowing that I'm n great connoisseur in art — a 
connoi^eur in painting, music, and poetry. Yes, 
»ir. Bind my eyes tight, and lead mo all around 
in the gallery of Florence, and before every picture 
I'll tell you the name of tho painter who painted 
■ it, or at least the school to which ho belonga. 
Music! Stop np my ears, and I can hear every 
false note. Podry ! I know every actress in 
Gerumny, and have got the poets all by heart. 
Yes, sir, and Nature, too. I'm great on Nature. 
I traveJled once two hundred miles iu Scotland — 
two hundred miles, just to see one single hill! 
But Italy surpasses everything. How do you 
like this landscape here ? What oroation ! Just 
look at the trees, the hills, the heaven, and tho 
water down yonder there ; don't it all look as if 
it wore painted ? Did you ever see anything oE 
the kind finer, even in the theatre ? Why, a 
man gets to be, aa you might say, a poet ; verses 
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come into your bead, anj yoa don't know where 
they come from : — 

'Silent, a» the veil oftwiliglit fallii 
Betts lliiä jilaiii, tlie greunwoud silent lies ; 
Siive wiicre near me, 'miU tliuM movilderin;; wall^ 
The cricket's chirp in melancholy cricfi.'" 

These Eubliino verses wore declaimed by the 
Marquis with thrilling patlios, while he gnzed 
as if frnnsGgured down into the smiling valley, 
which glowed with all the brightness of morn- 
ing. 



/ 



■ CHAPTER IV. 

As I once ono fine spring day, walked "nnder 

the lindena" in Berlin, there strolled before me 
two females, who were for a long time silent, 
nntil one of them langnishly exclaimed, "Ah! 
them green treesea!"- To which tlie other, a 
yonng thing, answered, " Mother, what do yoa 
keer for them green treesea ? " 

I must observe, that the persons of whom I 
Bpeak, though not clad in stitin, still by no means 
belonged to the vulgar — who, by the way, are 
not to be found at all in Berlin, save in the 
highest circles. But as for that nol've question, 
I can never forgot it. Wherever I meet with 
afifected admiration of Nature, and similar verdant 
lies, it rises laughing in my soul. And daring 
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tLe declftmation of tlis Marqais, it rang out lond 
within me; and hp, reading mockery on my lips, 
exclaimed as if vexed, "Don't disturb me now — 
yoa haven't any soul for pare simple nature; 
you are a distorted being — a morbid aoul, bo to 
6peak — a BVRON." 

Dear reader, do you perliaps belong to tliab 
flouk of pious fowl who for the last ten year8 
have been joining in that song of "Byronio 
morbidness," ' with ail manner of wluatling and 
Bcreaky piping, and whicli bad its echo in the 
ekuU of poor Gnmpel ? Ah ! dear reader, if you 
would complain of morbidness and want of har- 
mony and division, then as well complain that 
tlie world itself ia divided. For as the heart of 
the poet is the central point of the world, it 
must, in times like these, be miserably divided 
and torn. He who boasts that his heart has 
remained whole, confesses that he has only a 
prosaic out-of-the-way corner heart. But the great 
world-rent passed throngh my own heart, and 
on that account I know that the gods have highly 
blessed me above many others, and held me to bo 
worthy of a poet^martyrdom. 

Once the world was whole and sound; in its 
early ages and in its middle ages, despite many 
■wild battles, it had still an unity, and there wera 

' Zerritienhtil, Utcrnlly, rnggcilaoss, tbo bfing rent, torn oi 
dialorted. Here perverted, or morbid, 
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great whole poets. We may bonoar tbeso poets 
and delight ourselves with them, but every 
imitation of their wholeness is a lie — a lie which 
every sound eye penetrates ; and which cannot 
escape scorn. Lately, with much trouble, I 
obtained in Berlin the writingB of one of these 
"perfect poets" who so bewailed my Byronio 
discordancy ; and by the affected verdaucy, the 
delicate appreciation of Nature, which breathed 
like fresh hay from hia poems, my own poor heart, 
which has been so long discordant, well nigh 
burst with laughter, and unthinkingly I cried, 
"My dear Herr Intendant Councillor William 
Neumann, what do you care for them green 
treeses ? " 

" Yon are a morbid, discordant soul — so to 
speak, a Byrou," quoth the Marquis, still gazing, 
as if enraptured, down into the valley, clucking 
at times his tongue against his gums in sighing 
admiration, and saying, " Lord ! Lord ! everything 
just as if it were painted ! " 

Poor Byron! such a calm enjoyment was 
denied to thee. Was thy heai-t so ruined that 
thon couldst only see, yes, and even describe 
Nature, but wert incapable of being blessed by 
her ? Or was Bysshe Shelley in the right when 
he said that thou hndst, Acteeon-like, surprised 
Nature in her chaste nakedness, and wort on that 
account torn by her hounds ? 
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Enougli of nil thia. We arecoming topleasanter 
Bobjects, namely, to the dwelling of Sigoorns 
Letitia and Francesca, which itself seemed to 
be en negligee, and had in front, two great round 
windowSj about which grape-vinea curled, so 
that they looked like a profusion of beautifol 
green ringlets falling about its eyea. And at 
a distance we heard ringing from ivithin warbling 
trilla, guitar-tones, and merry laughter. 



CHAPTER V. 

J GlCNORA Letitia, b young rose of fifty suramora, 
lay in bed, trilling and prattling with her two 
gallants, ono of whom sat upon a foot -stool, 
while the other leaning back in a great arm-chair 
played the guitar. From an adjoining room rang 
scraps of a sweet song, or of a far sweeter won- 
droasly-toued laughter, AVith a certain cheap 
and easy irony, which he occasionally assumed, 
the Marquis presented me to the lady and to the 
two gentlemen, remarking that I was tbo same 
John Henry Heine so celebrated in German legal 
litersture. Unfortunately one of the gentlemen 
was B professor in the University of Bologna, and 
a jurist at that, though his fat, round belly seemed 
rather to indicate that hie forte was spherical 
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trigonometry. Feeling as if I were mtlier in a 
Bcrnpe, I replied that I did not write under my 
own name, but under that of Jarke — a Btatemcnt 
made from pure uiodesty, oa tlie name wLich come 
into my head was tlmt of one of the most miserable 
insects among our legal writers. The Bolognese 
regretted from his soul that he nover hnd heard 
this distinguished name — which will probably be 
your own case also, reader — but still entertained 
no doubt that its splendour would ere long irra- 
diate the entire earth. With this he leaned back 
in the chair, toadied a few cords on the guitar, 
and 6ang from " Axur " — 

"Oil, pDiierr»! BiiiiiiQ ! 
All ! ItL tie weak slammer 
or inuocciice ]>leaae tliec, 
Its ttonuncr and clamour I" 



While a delicious mocking nightingale- echo war- 
bled in the adjoining chamber the same air. 
Meanwhile Signora Letitia trilled in tlie most 
delicate soprano — 

" For tliee ulone theao cheeVs are [flowing, 

Fur tbca alone tbeae pulses btnt ; 
Wilh Lovb"« aweet impiilea overflowing, 
TLia lienrt now tlirobs, anil all for Ihee." 

And with the commonest prose voice she added, 
" Bartolo, bring me the spittoon." 
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Then from hia lowly eeat aix>se Bartolo, with 
bifl dry wooden lega, and presented, with all due 
hcinmir, a spittoon of blue porcelain. 

This Bectind gnlUnt, as Gumpelino said to ma 
aside in German, was a far-famed poet, whoaa 
songs, tliongb written twenty years ago, still ring 
thrungh Italy, and intoxicate with their wild glow 
of love both old and young ; while he himself ia 
but a poor elderly man, with dimmed eyea in a 
pule face, scauty while hair on bis trembling 
bend, and cold poverty in his care-worn heart. 
Such a poor old poet, with his bald dryness, 
resembles a vine which we see standing leuSess 
in winter on the bleak hillside, trembling in the 
wind anil covered with snow, while the sweet 
juice which once ran from it warms, in far dis- 
tant lands, the heart of many a Lojn-companion, 
and inspires songs in its praise. Who knows 
but that when that wine-press of thought, tiia 
printing-press, has squeezed me dry, and tlie 
ancient tapped spirit is only to be found in the 
bookseller's vaults of Hoffman & Campe, I too 
may sit, as tbia and care-worn us old Bartolo, on 
a cricket near tbe bed of some old inamorata, 
and hand her, when called on — a spittoon. 

Signora Letitin made excuses for lying a-bed. 
She )ay, in fact, in pretty much the attitude of a 
Sphinx, her high frisked head supported on both 
arms. 
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"Yon are a German?" she inquired. 

"I am too honourable to deny it, Signora," 
replied my Littleness. 

" Ah ! the German9 are honoarable enongh ! " 
she sighed, " but what does it avail that the 
German 8 who rob tia are honourable! — they are 
mining Italy. My best friends are imprisoned 
in Milan, and only slavery " 

"No, no," cried the Marquis, "do not com- 
platD of the Germans; we are conquered con- 
querors, vanquished victors, so soon as we come 
to Italy. To see yon, Signora, and to fat! at your 
feet, are one and the same." And with this he 
Bpread Lis great yellow silk pocket-handkerchief on 
the floor, and kneeling on it, exclaimed, " Here 
I kneel and honoar you in the name of all 
Germany." 

" Chriatophoro di Gnmpelino ! " sighed the 
Signora, deeply moved, " arise and embrace me ! " 

But lest the beloved shepherd might disturb 
her curling locks and the rouge of her cheeks, 
ehe did not kisa him on the glowing lips, but on 
his noble brow, so that his face reached lower 
down, and its rudder, the nose, steered about in 
the red sea below. 

" Sign or Bartolo," I cried, "permit me also to 
officiate with the spittoon ! " 

Sorrowfully smiled Signor Bartolo, but never 
a word spake he, though said to be, next to Mezzo- 
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fanti, the best teacher of languages in Bologna. 
We never converse willingly when talking is onr 
profeiision. He served the Signora as a silent 
knight — only, from time to time, ha was called 
on to recite the poem, which he, twenty-fivo 
years before, had thrown on the stage when she 
first in Bologna made her debut in Ariadne. It 
may be that, in those days, he himself was in 
full leaf and glowing enough — perhaps as much 
BO as the holy Dionysios himself — while, beyond 
doubt, his Lotitia-Ariadne leapt wildly, like a 
Bacchante, into hia passionate arms— Evoe Bacche ! 
In those days he wrote many poems, still living 
in Italian literature, while the poet himself, and 
the beloved one, have long been mere waste 
paper. 

For five-and-twenty years hia devotion has 
endnred, and I think that even until he dies he 
will sit on the cricket and recite bis poem, or 
Eerve hia lady as commanded. The professor of 
law has been entwined as long as the other in 
the love-chains of the Signora ; he courts her 
still with as much ardour oa at the beginning of 
the century, and must still pitilessly shorten his 
legal lectures when she requires bis escort to any 
place, and he is still burdened with all the servi- 
tude of a genuine paiito. 

The constancy of these two adorers of a long 
rained beauty may be perhaps mere habit, per- 



151 



PICTURES OF TRAVEL. 



hapa a regard for an earlier feeling, and perLapa 
til© feeling itself, which is now entirely inde- 
pendent of the present condition of its fonnor 
object, and which now regards it with the eyes 
of memory. Thas in Catholic cities wo often 
Bee, at some street comer, old people kneeling 
before an imago of the Madonna, which is so 
faded that but few traces of it are visible — yea, 
it may be that it ia entirely obliterated, nothing 
remaining but the niche wherein it was painted, 
ond the lamp hanging over it j bnt the old people 
who BO piously kneel there have done EO sines 
youth — habit sends them thither daily at the 
same hour — they have not noted the gradual 
disappearance of the picture, and at last they 
become so dim of sight with age that it makes 
no difference whether the object of adoration ia 
visible or not Those who believe without seeing 
are, at any rate, happier than the sharp-sighted, 
who at once perceive every little irregularity in 
the face of their Madonna. There is nothing so 
terrible as such observations! Once, I admit, I 
believed that inCdelity in woman was the most 
dreadful of all possible things, and to give them 
the most dreadful name, once and for all, I called 
them serpeuta But now, alas! tho most terrible 
thing to me is that they are not altogether Berpent^s, 
for then they would come out every year with a 
fi-esh skin, revived and rejuvenated 1 
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"Whether cither of the ancient Celadons fe!t 
a thrill of envy that the Marquis — or rather hia 
nose — swam in a saa of delight in the manner 
above described, ia more than I know. Bartolo 
sat colmly on his low seat, his stick legs crossed, 
and played with tho SigTiora'a lap-dog, one of 
those pretty creatures peculiar to Bologna, and 
known among na by the familiar term of " Bolog- 
nas." The professor was not in the least put 
out in his song, which was occasionally interrupted 
by tittering sweet tones in the nest room, which 
drowned it in a merry parody, and which be him- 
6oir at times discontinued in order to illuminate 
me with legal qaestions. When we did agree in 
our opinions, he swept a few impatient chords 
and jingled quotations in proof. I, however, 
supported my views on those of my teacher, the 
illustrioua Hugo, who is greatly celebrated in 
Bologna under the name of Ugone, and alro of 
Ugolino. 

" A great man ! " cried the professor, and 
Bang— 

"The pentle Buiiinions ot his voice 
Still cuimds BO ileeply in Lliy breut, 
Ita very pain tiüikca ihce rej'Jice, 
Anil rapUiru Lrings ihee heavenly rest" 

Thibaut, whom the Italians call Tibaldo, is also 
much honoured in Italy, though his writings are 
Dot SO much knotvn there as bis principal opiniona 
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and their objections. I found that only the 
names of Gans ond Savigny wore fiimOiiir to the 
professor, who was under the impression that the 
latter was a learned lady. 

" Ah, indeed ! " he remarked, as I corrected 
this very pardonable error; "really no lady! 
I have been erroneously informed. Why, I was 
even told that once, at a ball, Signor Gans invited 
this lady to dance, but met with a refusal,' and 
that from this originated a literary enmity." 

" Ton have really been misinformed, Signor 
G^ns does not dance, and for the philanthropic 
reason that he might cause an earthquake should 
he do so. The invitation to dance, of which you 
speak, ia probably an allegory misonderstood. 
The historical and philosophical schools are re- 
garded as dancers, and thns we may readily 
imagine a qcad rille between Ugone, Tibaldo, 
Gana, and Savigny. And in this sense Signor 
Ugone, though he be the diahle hoilciu: of juris- 
prudence, still dances as daintily as Lemiere, while 
Signor Gans has recently made some jumps which 
entitle him to be regai-ded as the Hoguet of the 
philosophical school." 

" Signor Gans, then," amended the professor, 
"dances only allegorically, bo to say, metapho- 
rically." Then anddenly, without saying more, 



' SfflU, pUQ on a DBina. 
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ie agoio swept the strings of his guitar, andj 
amid the maddest playing, sang — 

" II m true, liiB weli-loved name 
Is llie joy of every bosom, 
Tliuugh the ocean iTflves be atorroinj', 
Anil llie cIoiuIb o'er iieaTyn be awiirminj, 
Still we hear Totur luuil calling, 
Aa though heaven and cortlt were bowing 
I'o lUc might; hero's tiuriie." 

Ab for IleiT Gcesclien, the professor did not 
Bu mncli as know that he existed. Bat this was, 
however, natural enough, for the name of the 
great Giäaehea has not yet got bo far as Bologna, 
but only to Poggio, which is four German miles 
distant, and where it will for amusement remaiu 
awhile. Göttingen itself is by no means so well 
known in Bologna as it ought to be, merely on 
the comtcon principles of gratitude, since it calls 
itself the German Bologna. I will not inquiro 
whether this name be appropriate or not ; suffice 
it to say, that the two uuiversities are really 
distinguishable by the simple fact that in Bologna 
they have the smallest dogs and the greatest 
scholars, while in Güttingen, on the contrary, are 
the smallest scholars and the greatest dogs.^ 

' It may ilIbh be rsiniirketi tbat Bulogna ii u famous iu Italy 

ma GUttingen in Ot:ruikiiy for sauiBgei I The jnka u to tlia 
nnme or reputation of a person being tjii its travels in ouu whicli 
Ui-ine repeats Bcveral times in bis ivorks, — JVoCe by Traiillalor. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

As tlie Marquis Christoplioro Ji Gumpelino drew 
his nose from the red sea, wherein it had been 
wnllowing hke a very Pharaoh, his countenance 
gleniiicd with selfish deli^jht. Deeply moved, ha 
premised the SifjiMra that su soon as she should 
(igain be in a condiiioa to sit down, he would 
hrin^' her in hia coach to Iiulogno. It was at 
once arranged that the professor should ride on 
before, hut that Bnrtolo should sit on the box, 
and hold the Signora's lap-dog, and that they 
all would go in a fortnight to Florence, whera 
Signora Francesca, who iuteuded travelling during 
the snme time witli my Lady to Pisa, would 
finally meet us. While the Marquis counted up 
the cost of all this on his fingers, he hummed di 
tanli palpili, Signora sang I he clearest-toned 
trills, and the professor stormed away on his 
guitar, carolling such burning words, tliat the 
sweat ran down from hi3 brow, and, mingled with 
the tears from his eyes, formed a perfect torrent;. 
"Wiiiie all this ringing and singing went merrily 
on, the door of the adjoining chamber was sud- 
denly opened and in sprang a being ! 

I adjure yon, ye Muses of the Old and New 
World, and ye also, oh I undiscovered Muses who 
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are as yet to be honoured by later races — äprilGs 

of whom I have dreamed in the gay greenwood 

/ and by the sounding sea — that ye give me colours 

■wherewith to paiiit that being which next to 

virtue is the moat glorious of tliia world, Virtue, 

of course, is the first among gluries, and the 

Creator adorned her with so many cbarm?, that 

it would really seem that he could produce 

I iiaugtit beside to be compared to her. Yet in a 

I happy hour he ooce again concentrated all lits 

\ energies and made Sigoora Francesca, the fair 

danscuse, that great masterpiece, who was born 

after the creatiou of Virtue, and in whom he did 

not in a üinglo particular repent himself, as 

earthly artists are wont to do. No, Sigoora 

Traiicesca is perfectly original; she hath not the 

; least resemblance to Virtue, and there are critics 

and counoisseurs who even prefer her to the 

latter, to whom they award only the precedence 

( due to superior anliquiiy. But is tliat much 

of a defect when a danseuse is ouly some six 

( thousand years too young ? 

Ah! meüiiiiks I see her again as she sprunj» 
from the open door to the niiJst of the room, and 
oiler an incredible pirouette, cast herself at full 
length on the sofii, liiding both eyes with her 
hands, and crying, "Ah I I am so tired with 
sleeping 1" The M,arqni3 now approached and 
entered into a long address, in which his ironical, 
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broadly respectful mnnner enigmatically con-' 
trasted with liia sudden pauses, when moved by 
cominoD-seDse businesa recoUectiouB, and hia 
fluency when sentimentally inspired. Still this 
Btyle was not uunatui'al. It was probably formed 
in him by hia laabiltty, through want of courage, 
to set forth snccessfully thnt supreme influence 
to which he believed himself to be entitled by 
hia money and intelligence, and he therefore 
sought, coward-like, to conceal it in language of 
exaggerated humility. His broad laughter on 
such occasions was disagreeably delightful, as it 
inspired a doubt whether it was a matter of duly 
to reward him with kindness — or a kicking. In 
this wise he delivered his morning service to 
Signoiu Francesca, who, half-asleep, hardly lis- 
tened to him. Finally he begged permission to 
kiss at least her left foot, and as he, preparing for 
the job, spread his yellow handkerchief again on 
the floor, ehe held it indifferently out to him. It 
was enveloped in an exquisitely neat red slipper, 
in conlrnst lo that on the right, which was blue, a 
droll coquetry by which the dainty littleness of 
both became more apparent. As the Marquis 
with deep reverence kissed the small foot, ha 
arose with a sighing "Oh, Jesu I " and begged 
permission to present me, which was also accorded 
in a gaping, sleepy manner, when my introducef 
delivered another oration, fllled with praises of 
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my excellence, not omitting the declaration, on 
liis word of honour as a gentleman, that I had 
eung with great ability of unhappy love, 

I also begged of the lady to be allowed to kis3 
her left foot, and at the instant in which I 
enjoyed my share of this honour, she awoke as if 
from a dim dream, bent smilingly down to me, 
gazed on me with great wondering eyes, leaped 
joyfully up to the centre of the room, and 
pirouetted times without number on one foot I 
felt strangely that my heart in my bosom spun 
around abo, until it was well nigh dizzy. Then 
the professor merrily pbycd on his guitar and 



"An Optra Si^nora 

Once loved and inariicd me, 
A tlcp I flomi regretti'd, 
Aud wiahed lliat I n'cre free. 

I EoU her Boon to pirate.*, 

They carried licr urar, 
E're she could look around lier j 

Hey I bravo ] Biecroinh I " 

Once more Signora Francesca measured ma 
from head to foot with a sharp glance, and then, 
as if fully contented, thanked the Marquis, some- 
what as if I were a present which he had been 
kind enough to make her. Siie found little to 
object to in me, save that my hair was of too 
light a brown J she could have wished that is 
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were darker, like that of the Abbate Cecco ; and 
my eyes were also too Bmall, nnd rnlher green 
tliaa blue. In revenge, dear reader, I iu turn 
should also describe Signora Franceaca as depre- 
ciatingly ; but I have really no shadow of a defect 
to point ottt in ber lovely form, whose perfection 
was that of the Graces, and yet which was almost 
frivolous in ila liglitncsa. The countenance was 
entirely divine, auch a? we see in Grecian statues, 
the brow and nose forming an almost accurate 
Btraiglit line, while the lower line of the nosa 
formed a sweet right angle, which was wondrously 
Bborl. Aa close, too, was the distance from the 
nose to the mouth, whose lips at either end 
seemed scarcely long enough, and which were 
extended by a soft dreamy smile, while beneath 
them arched a dear round chin. And the neck I 
— ah ! my pious reader, I am getting along teo far 
and to fast, and, moreover, I have no right io thia 
inaugural description to speak of the two silent 
flowers which gleamed forth like white poetry 
wlien the Signora loosened the silver neck-button 
of her black silk dress. Dear reader, let us rather 
climb up again to a portrayal of the face, of 
which I have yet to remark that it was clear and 
gold-yellow, like amber; that the black hair 
which framed its temples in a bright oval gave it 
a childlike turn, and that it was ligliled up by 
two black abrupt eyes, as if with a magic light. 
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You see, dear reaJLT, tliat I would williugly 
give you an accurate local descriptioii o[ my good 
fortune, and as other travellers are accuatoroed to 
give maps of the remarkable regions into which 
they have penetrated, so would I gladly serve up 
Francesca on a plaie — of co[>per. But, ah ! what 
avails the dead copy of mere outline iu forma 
whose divinest charm consists of liviu;; move- 
ment. Even the best painter canuot bring tiiis 
before our eyes, for painting is hut a flat lie. Of 
the two, a sculptor would be wore successful, for, 
by a changing illumination, we can to a certain 
degree realise motiou in forms, and the torches 
which light them from without appear to inspire 
a real life within. Yes, there is a statue, dear 
reader, which may give you some faiut idea of 
Francesca's loveliness, and that is the Venus of 
the great Canova which stands in the last hall of 
the Palazzo I'itti at Florence. I often think of 
this statue. At limes iu dreams it slumbers in 
my arms, until little by little it awakens to warm 
life, and whispers with the accents of Francesca 1 
lint it was the tone of this voice which gave to 
every word the gentlest and most infinite signiö- 
cauce, and should I attempt to give her phrases, 
it would be only a dry herbarium of flowers 
whose real charm was in their perfume. She 
often leaped up, dancing as she spoke, and it is 
possible timt dancing was her most natural 
VOL. n. L 
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langtiage. Anil my heart danced ever with her, 
executing tlie moat difficult 2>as and exhibiting a 
capacity for Terpsichorean accompliahmiiiits which 
I had never suspected. 

In this langnagfl Franceaea narrated the history 
of the Ahbate Cecco, a young blade who had 
loved her while ehe was still plaiting straw hats 
in the valley of the Arno, assuring me that I was 
60 fortunate as to resemble him. During thig 
description she indulged iu the moat delicate 
pantomime, pressing one over the other the 
points of Iier fingers on her heart, then seemed 
with cup-lilce hand to he scooping out the 
tendereat emotions, cast herself finally with up- 
heaving breasts on the sofa, hid her face in the 
cushions, raised her feet high in the air, and 
played with them as if tliey were puppets in a 
show. The blue foot represented the Abbate 
Cecco and the red his poor Francesca; and while 
she parodied her own story, she made the two 
loving feet part from each other, and it waa 
toachingly ludicrous to see them kiss with 
their tips, saying the tenderest things; and the 
wild girl wept wiihal delightful tittering tears, 
which, however, came at times unconsciously 
from the soul with more depth than the part 
required. In her pride of pain she delivered for 
Cecco a long speech, in which he praised with 
pedantic metaphors the beauty of poor Fran- 
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ccsca; aud the manner ia vbicli she replied in 
person, copying her own earlier seat! men talism, 
lind Id it sometliing puppet-like and mournful, 
wiiich strangely moved my heart. "Adieu, 
Ceccol" "Adien, Fmncesca!" was the emilesa 
refrain; and I was finally rejoiced when a pitiless 
destiny parted them far asunder, for a sweet 
foreboding whispered in ray soul Lliat it would be 
an unfortunate thin^ for me should the two lovers 
remain continually united. 

The professor applauded with droll, shrill guitar 
tones, Signora triUeci, the lap-dog barked, the 
Marquis and I clapped our hands as if mad, and 
Signora Francesca arose and gracefully ciirtesied 
her thanks. "It is really a pretty comedy," said 
she, " but it is now a long time since it was first 
brought out, and I am now so old — guess how old ! " 

But without waiting for my answer, she sprang 
lip and cried, "Eighteen years!" and spun round 
eighteen times on one foot. "And, Doctor, how 
old are you ? " 

" I, Signora, was born on the New Year's night 
of ibe year eighteen Jnindred." 

"I always said," quoth the Marquia, "that ha 
was one of the_^rs( men of our century," 

"And how old should you suppose I am?" 
sndiienly cried Signora Letitia, as she, forgetful 
I of her Eve-costume, suddenly leaped up in great 
excitement. , . , 
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Startled at tbis cry I conirivod to etammer out 
a few plirasea as lo ihe difficulty of answering 
Eucli a question, "haviug as yet only half Been 
Siguom," but as she pressed me all the more 
zealously for au answer, I confessed that in truth 
I had not as yet leai'ned the proportion of the 
years in Italy to those of Germany, 

"Is the difference great?" inquired Signora 
Lctitin. 

" or course," replied I, " for since heat expands 
all bodies, it follows that the years lu your warm 
Itiily must be longer thau those of our cold 
Germany." 

The Marquis extricated me better from thia 
embarrassment by gallantly asserting that bcr 
beauty had now first begun to manifest itself in 
nil its luxuriant maturity. "And, Signora, he 
added, "as the pomegranate, the older it is, the 
yellower it becomes, so will your beauty too 
become riper with age." 

The lady seemed lo be gratified with thia com- 
parison, and confessed that she really did feel 
much riper now than of old, when she was but 
a thin, little thing, and bad made her debut in 
Bologna — and that, in fact, she could not com- 
prehend how it was that with such a figure she 
could ever have made such a furore. And tiien 
Bhe narrated all the particulars of this first appear- 
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ance as Ariadne — a subject to «liich, as I subse- 
quently nscertained, she frequently recurred, on 
which occasions Sigoor Cartolo was obliged to 
recite the poem which he had thrown upon the 
fitai^'e. It was a good poem, full of touching 
nielnncholy nt the infidelity of Theaeua, and of 
ivild aspirations for Bacchus, and the glowing 
npolheosia of Ariadne. " Bdla com!" cried Sig- 
nora Lelitia at every verse; and I also praised 
the metaphors, the construction of the verae, and 
ihe entire treatment of the myth, 

"Yes, it is very bcantifiil," said the professor, 
"and has beyond doubt a foundation in historic.il 
fact, for several writers distinctly state that Oeiieus, 
a priest of Unccluis, married the mourning Ariadne 
when he found her abandoned on Naxos; and, na 
often happens in the legend, the priest of the 
god has been taken for the god himself." 

I could by no means agree with him in this 
opinion, since in myihology I rallier inclim; to his- 
torical interpretation, and consequently osserteJ, 
" I can see nothing in the whole fable that Ariadne, 
after bfing left by Theseus in the island of Nnxos, 
submitted her person to the embraces of Bacchus, 
hut an allegorical statement that she took to 
drinking — an hypothesis maintained by man/ 
learned men in my fatherland. You, Siyuor 
Marquis, are probably awaie that, in accordance 
with this hypothesis, the late Banker Belhmanu 



I« 



PICTURES OF TRAVEL. 



has so contrived to illuminate kis Ariadne that 
fihe appears to Lave a red nose."' 

"Yea, j-es, Bethinann in Frankfort was a great 
raanl" cried the Mavquiä. But at tlie same 
instant, some deep reflection seemed to flit across 
liis brain, and witli a sigh be said, " Lord I Lord 1 
I have forgotten to write to Eotliscbild in Frank- 
fort 1" And with a serious business face, from 
wLich all parodising mockery seemed to have 
vanished, he departed somewhat abruptly, pro- 
niisiu" to return towards eveniti" 

Wlien he had left, and I was about — as is 
usual in this world — to pass my commenta on tlie 
man to whose kindneas I was indebted for the 
most agreeable of introductions, I found, to my 
astonishment, that the whole party could not 
Ijraise him sufficiently, and that, above all, his 
eutbusiasm for the beautiful, his noble aud re- 



' "Dunnelier'a statue o( Arinilne, in tlie gnrJen oF Mr. Bvtli' 
mnnn, n^ar the Fricdburg Gati^, U tbe pride and boast al 
Frankfurt, und draetvcs lo be moIieJ among llio moat dlatin- 
giiislied [itiduptiona of iDodurn art." By drnwing a, ctiinsun 
curtain uver tlie winduw nhioli illuminates tlie ruoai in wliich 
the «tatui^ la placed, a rosy hue ia coniamniciitt-d not only to 
l)ia noK of tbe lady, but to her tntiro peraoo. I liave beard it 
diaputi'd whether the colour thua given moat reatmblea tlmt oF 
htaltby fleab or of ft nettle-rnsb — a point tettled by aACGrt.iin.ng 
that tliDie wbo differed in opinion bad leon tbe statue at dilTeient 
periDiJs of time. When the curtain ia new, Aria-Ino certainly 
kppsKni rather ultra- incarniuline, but m it (adca ahe ^adualiy 
lapsei into i paler, bealthier hue, — Aofr li^ Tranilator. 
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fined deportment, and hia utter want of selfishness. 
Inspired in them the most exaggerated expressions 
of admiration. Even SigDora Franceaca joined in 
this liymn of praise, but naively confessed that 
liis nose was rather alarming, and tiiatitsenornioua 
Biza reminded her of the tower of Pisa. 

When taking leave, I hegged as a favour to be 
allowed to kisa her left foot once more, when she 
with smiling aeriousneas drew off not only the red 
shoe hut her stocking also ; and, as I knelt, held 
up to me the white, fresli, blooming, lily foot, 
vhioh I pressed to my lips, more helievingly, 
perhaps, than I would have done that of the 
Pope. Of course, I then performed the dutieaaif 
lodj^aL^aid, aiding hec to draw on the stocking 
ond shoe. 

"I am contented with you," said Signora Frau- 
cesca, after the pedal toilette was over, and in 
accomplishing my share of which I had been by 
no means in a hurry, " I am contented ; and you 
shall often have au opportunity of pulling on my 
Blockings. To-day you have kissed my left foot, 
to-morrow the right shall be at your disposal. 
The next day yon may kiss my left hand, and 
the day after the riglit. If you do your duty 
■well, by and bye you will get to my mouth, and 
so 00. You ace that I'm inclined to help you 
along, and as you ore stdl quite young, you may 
yet get along very well in the world." 
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I did, indred, ndvnnue far into the world of 
which she spoke I Be my witiiesaea, ye Tuscan 
niglita, tliou clear blue heaven with great silver 
atars, ye wild laurels and secret niyrtlea, and ye, 
too, nynipha of the Apeniiinea, who swept 
around us in a bridal dance, and dreamed your- 
Belvea once more in those better days of the 
immortals, when there were no Gothic lies, wliich 
permit only blind, groping pleasures in secrtt, and 
liasten to aticli before every free feeling their 
hypccillical lig-leiif. 

There was. however, in this case, no occasion 
for any partiuular fi^^-Ieavea, since a whole fig-tree, 
with iDroad spreading branches, rustled over tho 
heads of the happy pair 1 



CHAPTER VII. 

EvEKY one knows what whippings are, hut no one 
has as yet made out what love is. Some uatur;il 
philosophers liave asserted that it is a sort ot 
electricity, which is not iinposaible, for in ceitain 
rapturous periods of love ve feet as thougli an 
electric flash from the eyes of tlie loved one had 
penetiated our heart. Ah ! sucli lightnings are 
the most destructive of all; aud I will honour 
above Franklin the man who will invent a con- 
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ductor which will protect us against them. If 
there were only little conductor9 rnnning to tha 
heart, to whidi lij,'htning-roiJ3 were oLtachcd, 
which could divert the dreadful fire to some other 
quarter! But I fenr that it h not so eaay a 
matter to rob Cupid of his arrows as Jupiter 
of bis lightning and tyrants of their sceptres. 
Besides, every love does not work in the lightning 
style; many a time it is hidden like a snake 
amid rosea, and looks for the first crevice in tlie 
heart wherein to ntatle — often it is only a word, 
a glance, the liyht narration of some secret deed 
which falls like a seed into the heart, lies there 
liirough the long winter time until spring comes, 
when the little grain shoots up into a (laming 
flower, whose perrumebenumha the brnin. The 
same sun which hatches forth crocodile's eggs in 
Egypt, may at the same time fully ripen the love- 
seed in a young heart in Potsdam — for in Potsdam, 
03 in Egypt, there are tears. But tears are far 
from being explanations — what is love J Has no 
one penetrated their being ? ha; no one solved the 
riddle! Perhaps such a solution would cause 
greater pain than the riddle itself, and the heart 
would be by it stricken with horror, and petrilied 
as at the sight of the Jledusiu Serpents twine 
nround the awful word which reveals this mystery. 
Oh, I will never know that word of solution, for 
the burning misery in my own heart is dear« 
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to me than eold, marble-like death. Oh, utter U 
not, ye forms of the dead, which, painless as atone, 
but aa feelingless, wander through tlie rose gardens 
of this world, aud siiiile with pale lips on the 
foolish aoul who praises the perfume of the roses 
and bewails their thorna. 

But it I, dear render, cannot tell thee what love 
really ia, I can at least describe with the utmost 
accuracy how a man behaves, and how be feels 
when he is enamoured among the Apennines. 
For he then behaves like a fool; lie dances on 
rocka and hills, believing that the whole world 
d.incea with him. He feels aa if the earth had 
Just been (iuished on that very day, and that lie 
was the first man made, "Ah! bow beautiful 
everything is!" I carolled, as I left Prancesca'a 
dwelling. "How fair and precious is this new 
world!" I felt aa though I must give to all 
plants and animals a new name, and I called 
every one according to its inner nature and my 
own feelings, which blended so marvellously with 
all things without. My breast waa a well-spring 
of revelation, and I understood all forms and 
figures, the perfume of plants, the aong of birds, 
the piping of the wind, and the rustling of water- 
falls. Often, too, I seemed to hear the divine 
voice, " Adam, where art thou ? " " Here am I, 
Fi'ancescal" I replied. "1 pray to thee, for well 
I know that thou hast created sun, moon, and 
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BlarSj and the earth wilh all its crealurea ! " Then 
there was soft laughter among the Diyrlles, and I 
Becretly siyhed within myself, " Oli, delicious fully, 
do not forsake me 1 " 

But it was when twilight stole over me that 
the delirious happiuess of love first truly began. 
The trees danced on the rocks, while their lienvy 
heads were ruddily flushed over by the setting 
eun as though intoxicated from their own embrac- 
ing vines. Below them the brook darted more 
huri iedly alung atid murmured anxiously as thougli 
fearing to undermine and overthrow the enrap- 
tured quivering trees. And over all flashed the 
summer heat-Üghtiiing, rising and fulling as 
charmingly as light kisses. " Ves," I cried, " the 
laughing heaven kisses laughing earth — Fran- 
cesca! lovely heaven, let me be thy earth ? I am 
all BO earthly, and sigh for thee, my heaven 1" So 
I cried, holding my hands in wild prayer up lo 
heaven, and ran and struck my head against 
many a tree, which instead of scolding I embraced, 
and my whole soul cried out with joy in all the 
intoxication of love — when I suddenly beheld a 
gleaming scarlet form, which at once tore mo 
violently from my dreams and brought me back 
to a sense of the coldest reality. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

Os a mossy bank, beneath a wide -branching 
Ifinvel.sat llyacintlioa, the Mnrquis'a servant, and 
near him his dog Apollo. The latter, however, 
might rather be said to be standing, as he had 
Lolh fnre-paws on the Bcarlet knee ot the litlle 
innn, and inquisiiively beheld how the latter, 
holding a tablet in his hand, wrot« from time to 
time therein. At times, whilst thus emploj'ed, 
Hyacinthos sniileJ sorrowfully, then shook iiis 
head, and then handkerchiefed his face with an 
air of satisfaction. 

■' What the devil ! " I cried, " Hirsch Hyacinth I 
ore you composing poetry t Well the symptoms 
are favourable. Apollo is by your side and the 
laurel hangs over your head." 

But I did the poor sinner injustice. He amiably 
answered, " Poems I no ; I'm a lover of poems, but 
don't write 'cm. What should I write ? I hadn't 
anything to do just then, and so just for fun I 
was writing off a list of the names of those geutle- 
mea who've played in my lottery — some of thcin 
are a litlle in debt to me yet — oh ! don't suppose 
Doctor, I meant to hint anything ! — plenty of lime 
for that. I know that you're good. If you'd only 
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takea ticket number 1365 last time, instead of 
1364, you'd have been worth a hundred thousand 
iiiarka banco now, and needn't have been running 
tirouud here, and might be sitting cosy and easy 
jn Hamburg, telling folks, as you laid ofl' on the 
sofa, how things looked in Italy. As true as tlio 
Lord may help me, I wouldn't have come here if 
it hadn't been for Herr Guinpell Oh, what heat 
and danger and getting tired I have to stand, and 
wherever there's anything out of the way or crozy, 
there's llerr Gunipel, and I must tnke my ehare 
in iL I'd have gone away long, long ago, if I 
thought he could do without me. For if I didu'c, 
who could certify for hira at home how much 
liunour and ctdtivation he'd enjoyed when travel- 
ling ! And to tell the truth, Doctor, I begin to set 
fjTeat store myself on cultivation and manners. 
In Hamburg, the Lord be praised! 1 don't need 
it, but a man never knows what he may want 
when he goes anywhere else. And folks are right, 
for a little accomplishment ornaments the whole 
man. And how much honour you get by it too. 
For instance, how Lady Mailield received me this 
morning, and iiow handsome ehe ' came down,' 
ju3t on a horizontaUevel with me. And she gave 
me a francfsconi to drink her health, though ihd 
Ilower only cost five paoli. Besides, oh I isn't it a 
pleasure to hold the little, white nuked foot of u 
pretty lady individual in your hand ? " 
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I was startled by this last remark, and at ones 
tlionght, " Is he niakiuy inn of me?" But how 
could the vagabond know of tlie good fortune 
which I had encountered at the same hour, when 
he was on the other aide of the hill ? Was tliere 
perhaps a similar scene, and was there perhaps 
displayed in it the irony of the great world-stage- 
poet, who has acted at the same instant a thousand 
similar scenes, each parodying the other for tha 
amnsemeiit of the heavenly host? But my sus- 
picions were unfounded, for after many and oft- 
repeated questions, ending with ray solemn pro- 
mise not to tell the Marquis, the poor fellow 
admitted that when he gave the flower to Lady 
Maxfield she was still abed, and that just at the 
instant in which he was about to deliver it, and 
with it a fine speech, one of her pretty naked 
feet was ihrnst out from beneath the counterpane 
Observing a corn on it, he at once begged permis- 
sion to extract the annoyance, which was readily 
granted, and for which, with the tulip, he was 
rewarded with a fraucesconi. 

*' Yet I only did it for the honour of the thing," 
added Ilyacinth, "and that's just what I said to 
Baron Euthschild when I had the honour to cut 
his corns. It took place in his cabinet. He sat 
there in his green arm-chair like a king, with his 
courtiers standing around, and be all the while 
was a-sending expresses to all the kings. And 
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while I wa3 cutting Iiis coma I thought in my 
heart, ' Now, you've got ia your hands the foot of 
the man who holds all the world in his hands, and 
you too are a man that's somebody, for if you cut 
too deep he'll be angry, and cut the kinga himself 
more cruelly.' It was the happiest moment of 
my lite!" 

" I can readily imagine your delightful feelings, 
Herr Hyacinth. But whom among the Rothschild 
dynasty did you thus amputate? Was it the 
high-hearted Briton, the man in Lombard Street, 
who has set up a pawnbroker's shop for emperoi's 
and kinga?" 

"Of course, Doctor, I mean the great Eoths- 
child, the great Nathan Rothschild, to whom the 
Emperor of Brazil pawned bis diamond crown. 
But I had the honour too to make the acquaint- 
ance of Baron Solomon Rothschild in Frankfort, 
and though I wasn't on exactly the same tooting 
with him, and had not the same foothold as with 
the other, he still knew how to esteem me. When 
the Marquis said to him that I had once been a 
lottery agent, the Baron answered very wittily, 
' I'm head agent of the Rothschild lottery myself, 
and a colleague of mine mustn't eat among servants, 
he must sit alongside of me at the table.' And as 
Iriie as God be good to me. Doctor, I sat by Solo- 
mon Rothschild, and he treated me just like one 
of his equals, quite famillionaire, I was with him 
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too at, tlie cliilJreii'a ball, wliicli was in the news* 
papers, I ahall uever see such a grand show again 
in all my born days, I^'as once in Hamburg at 
a ball, which cost fifteen hundred marks and eight 
schillings ; but that was notliing but a hen-dirt 
compared to a dunghilL What lots of gold and 
silver and diamonds I saw there I Such stars and 
orders 1 The falcon order, the golden fleece, a lion 
order, the eagle order, yes, even a child, a right 
down small child, wore the whole order of thö 
elephant. The children were masked very pretty, 
and played at pawns, and were dressed up like 
kings, with crowns on their heads; bub one of 
the biggest was dressed precisely Hke old Nathan 
I'othschild. He acted his part very well, kept 
both his hands in his breeches pockets, shook his 
money, shook his head, as if vexed when any of the 
little kings wanted to borrow anything, and only 
ehowed favour to the little one with the white 
coat and red pantaloons. Tiiis fellow he patted 
on the cheeks and praised him, ' You're my boy, 
my pet, my pride; hot let your cousin Michael 
keep out of my way ; I'll not lend the goose a 
penny, he spends more men in a year than he 
has lo eat ; he'll make some trouble yet in the 
Torld, and spoil my business.' As true as the 
Lord may help me the little fellow played his 
part very well, particularly when ho helped a 
child to walk along, who was dressed in white 
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Bnliii witli real silver lilies, .iijil now nnJ tlicii 
8:iid to Lim, * Now, now, only laUe good care of 
Toiirätlf, get j"our living honestly, oiid look out 
that you're not driven away again, or I'll lose my 
money.' 1 lell j'ou what, Doctor, it was a real 
I'leasiire to hear how the little chap and the other 
children — right nice clnldren they were — played 
their parts very well till cakea were brought 
to them, and they begun to fight for the best 
pieces, and grabbed the crowns off one nooihei'a 
liends. and screamed and cried, and some of 'eiu 
even " 



CIIAPTEU IX'. 

TnEHE is nothing so stupid on the face of tlie 
earth, ri3 to rend a book of travels in Italy, unless 
it be to write one; and the only way in whicli its 
author can make it in any degree tolerable is to say 
as lillle in it as possible of Italy. But though 
1 have availed myself of this artistic trick, I stilL 
cannot venture to promise the reader anything 
strikingly captivating in the coming chapter. And 
if you wlio read become tired of the stupiJ stuff 
in it, just think of what a dreary time I must 
have had writing it I I would recommend you, 
on the whole, to once in a while skip half a dozen 
leaves, for in that way yoit will anive much 
VOL. n. H 
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sooner at tlie end. LorJ ' how I wiali tliat I could 
follow tliC same plan. And do not lielieva ilmt 
I am jfalinjr, for if I were to speak out in saddest 
earnestness tlie rual opinion of my very lieart, I 
wonld advise you lo at once close these pages, 
and read no more tlierein. By and bye I will 
improve; and when we, in a book as yet nn- 
written, meet Matilda and Francesca together, the 
dear creatures shttll delight yon far more ihati 
nnythiiig in the picsont chapter, or even in the 
next 

Tho Lord ba praiseil, I hear without, before 
my window, a hand-organ with merry tunes. My 
befogged bead needed audi a clearing up, parti- 
cularly aa I must now describe my visit to Ids 
Escellency the Marquis Christopbero di Gumpc- 
lino, 1 will narrate tliis deeply moving history 
with the utmost accuracy, the most literal truth, 
and in all its filthy purity. 

It was late as I rouched tho home of tlie 
Marquis, As I entered tlie room. Hyacinth stood 
alone, cleaning the golden spurs of his master, 
who, as I perceived through the half-opened door 
of ilia chamber, was on his knees before a Madonna 
and a great crucifix. 

For you must know, dear reader, that this noble- 
man is now a good Catholic; that he observes 
with the utmost strictness all the ceremonies of 
that Church which alone confers happiness; ami 
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timt wlieu lie ia iu Rome he even keeps liis own 

cliaplaiii, OQ tlie same principle which iuducca 
to him keep in England the fastest horse, and ia 
I'liris the prettiest dancing girl. 

"Herr Gumpel ia just now doing his prayers," 
whispered Hyacinth with a Bignißcaiit smile, and, 
pointing to the cahitiet of his niiister, added in a 
Bofter tone, "He lies tliüt way every evening tivo 
honrs ou his knees before the Prima Bonna wiili 
the Jesus-child. It is a splendid affair, and cust 
him six liiindred francesconia." 

"And you, Mr. Hyacinth, why don't you kneel 
behind him ! Or pürlinps you are not inclined to 
the Catholic religion?" 

"I'm inclined, and again I aVt inclined," re- 
plied he, rcilectively shaking his bead. "Il's a 
good religion for a genteel Baron who can go 
about all day at his leisure, or for one who under- 
stands the fine arts, but it's no religion for n 
Hamburgher, for a man who has his business to 
inind, and no religion at all, any way you take 
it, for a lottery collector, 1 must write down fair 
and square every number that's drawn, and iE I 
happen to think of — bum I hum ! bum ! — the 
Catholic bells, or if my eyes swim like Catholic 
incense, and I make a mistake, and set down the 
wrong number, the worst sort of trouble may come 
out of it. Many a lime have I said to Herr 
Gumpel, "Your E.\eelleucy is a rich man, and caa 
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be as Catholic aa you please, and may smoke up 
your wits with iucense b3 much as you hke, and 
may be aa stupid aa a C:iÜiolic hull, and still 
have victuals to eat; hut /'«t a husiDe^a mnii, 
and must keep my seven senses about me to earn 
Bomething.' Herr Gumpel thinks, of course, that 
it's necessary for my accomplishment, and that if 
I don't become Catholic that I can't understand 
the pictures which accomplish people, such as 
John of Fizzley, the Verygrecno, the Correctshow, 
Caratshow, and Cravatshow ; but I've always held 
thatalllheCurrectshowaandCravatshows wouldn't 
help much if nobody bought tickets of roe, and 
then I should make a mighly poor ahowl And 
I must own, Ductor, that the Catholic religion 
don't amuse me; and, as a reasonable man, you 
must allow that when it comes to that, I'm rights 
I don't see any fun in it — it's something such a 
religion as if the Lord (the Lord forbid it!) had 
just died, and everything smelt of burial incense, 
Bud with it all, they roll out such a melancholy 
funeral music as to give one the blues ; and the 
long and short of it is, that it's uo religion tor 
a Hambup^'er." 

"Well, then, Mr. Hyacinth, how do you lika 
the Protestant religion ? " 

"That is altogether, on t'other hand, too common- 
sense like, and if the Protestant churches hadn'D 
an organ, it wouldn't be a religion at all. Betweeu 
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you and I, the reliyioti docs no liarm, und is aa 
pure as a glass of water — but it don't lielp any. 
I've tried it, sir, and the trial cost me four marks 
fourteen schilling." 

" How 80, my good Mr. Hyacinth ? " 
" Well, do you see. Doctor, that I once cnmo 
to the conclusion that it was a very enlightened 
religion, without any visionary notions or miracles, 
thou^li, by the way, I still think that a church 
must have a few visionary notions and a tiiile in 
the way of miracles to he one of the proper sort 
' But who'd ever work any miracle there ? ' thought 
I one day in Hamburg, as I peeped into a, Pro- 
testant church, one of ihe regular bald sort, with 
iiothinf" but brown benches and white "alls, ami 
on the walls nothing but a blackboard wiili half 
a dozen white numbers on it. ' But,' thinks I, 
'maybe you don't do justice to this religion. Wlio 
knows but what these numbers can work a miraola 
as well as the image of the Virgin Mary, or a 
bone of her husband, Sl Joseph!' and, to settle 
the matter, I went stmiglit to Altona and set 
these very numhers in the AUona lottery. Tlic 
deuee I set with eight scliiiling, the teme with six, 
the qiiatcrne with four, and tlie quintcrne with two 
Echilliug. But I tell you, upon my honour, that 
not 8 single one of the Protestant numbers came 
out a prize. I very soon made up my mind what 
to think of the Protestant business, A great 
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ruli^'ion tliat, wliicli can't so mucli as bring out 
tlio deuce ! — nnd a nice goo?o I"(l bo to stake ray 
, 8.ilviitiou on 8 religion by wliicli I've alreudy lost 
four marks and fouiteen acliillitig," 

" I daresay that tiie old Jewish religion suits 
you niucli belter, my friend," 

"Doctor, tbe mischief take tUe old Jewish 
rcligiun i I don't wisli it to my worst enemy. 
It brings nolliiiig but abuse and disgiacc I t«U 
you it ain't a religion, but a misfortnneL I keep 
out of the way of everything lb;\t puts me in 
mind of it, and because Hirsch is a Hebrew word, 
and nienns liyaciiitli, I've let the old Hirsch run,* 
ami now subscribe myself, ' Hyacinth, Collector, 
Operator, and Appraiser,' And liien I have this 
ailvantage, that I've got an H on ray seal ring, 
and my new name begins with an H, so that 
there's no need of having a new one cut. I tell 
you what — it amounts to a good deal in the long 
run, if ycu reckon up what a good name is worLh 
to a man. Name's everything. When I write, 
'Hyacinth, Collector, Operator, and Appraiser,' it 
has another sort of a sound from plain Hirsch. 
Xobody can treat rae like a common black^^uard 
then." 

"My good Hyacinth, who would ever trent you 
in such a manner? You appear to bare done sa 



' HirKh is alio a. Oeniian word, and ligniBM » >t*g or deer, 
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much towaiils occuir pushing yourself, that it 13 
easy lo recognise a rcliiied character iu you before 
you open your mouth." 

" you're ri^rht. Doctor, I have gone ahead like 
n giauless in improving myself. I really tloii't 
know who I ought to keep company with when 
1 get back to Hamburgh ; but I know what I'll 
do in the religion line. Just for the present I 
.can get along with the New-Israelite temple, I 
mean the pure Jlosaic- Lord's service, with ortlio- 
gxaphio German hymns and moving sermons, and 
a few visionary notions, which are things no 
religion can do without. As true 03 the I^rd 
may help me, I don't want any better religion, 
and it is worih keeping up.* I mean to do my 
part for it any how, and every S:iturday, when 



I Tba reformed Jcva aio thota who liava Inid aüde to a 
grenttr or Iu« dugree the nlJ ceremonie.', obwrvano*», super- 
'«tJtionB» mid forma to wliich the orthudol adhcm. Th^re ia aloo 
a very utHcuro and little known lect cnlllng itiulf the A'eu- 
Jlf/'-rmirU or New-Reformeil which daima to be, however, ex- 
tremely Ancient, iin membora ouartin^ that they Ara dGftcond;inta 
from thcSaiidiiCi^e«, whom thuj declare nre much tnisrcprmented 
in the N^w Ti-Jlnmeiit, nl-.n that they linro eiinttd for 1500 
J'can. Thtir belief ia the purest and Bimpleit Agnoatjciim. 
'*\Va hold," naiJ a very inteliiifpnt jnembar oE the aircC to me, 
"that no nne can prove or disprove the existence of a Gud or • 
future »tale, but that every ttum kuowa enough of right iir 
wrong b I guide him in hii lülntinna t" "them. If he follovn 
LU conacience, and thvra nhould be a future life, he will ba 
TFWftrd(<d ; if there be none, he and the world will be naar tha 
woMc" — AoK ifl 7'rniufalor. 
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it isu't a day for draiviiig iu the loUery, I'm going 
tliere. There are men, aiiJ niore's the pity, who 
give this new faith a bad name, and Bay that it 
gives occasion tor a schism; but I give you my 
word, it's a good sound religion — perhnpa a little 
loo good for common folks, for whom the old 
Jewish religion is good enotigb. A common man 
must have something stupid to nialvo him h.ippy, 
und lie docs feel hapjiier in something of the sort. 
A reguiai* old Jew, with a long beard and a ragged 
coat, and who can't speak a word correct, perhaps 
feels beUer than I di>, wiili all my nccomplishrnent. 
""There lives in Ilainhnr^b, in the Urecker IJreitcn- 
giing by a gutter, a man uamed Moses Limip,^ — ■ 
'(the folks call liiin Lunipy, for short,-— and he runs 
jiroiind the wliole week iu wind and rain, with 
Ills pack on his hack, to earn a few maiks. Well, 
when Friday evening comes round, lie goes home, 
and finds tlie seveti-bninclied lamp nil lighted, a 
clean white cloth on the table, and lie puts off 
liis pack and all his sorrows, and sita down at 
the table with liis crooked wife and croukeder 
dauglitcr, and cals with them fisli which have 
been cooked in nice nliite garlic sance, and sin^s 
the fiuest sou;;s of King David, and rejoices witli 
all his l^eart at the Exodus of the cirildreu of 



' Lamp mpoiit In Germpin not only It tatlcr or rig, but also k 
njjnuiultiii ur Liliwli^iiiuj. 
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Uracl dorn E^ypt. He feela glaJ, too, tliat all 
tliQ bad people wlio did QDytliing bad to tliem 
died at last; llint King Pliamoh, Nebuchadnezzar, 
Human, Antiochus, Titus, and such like, are all 
dead, but that Lumpy is still alive, nnJ eats fish 
with his wife and child And I tell you what, 
Uoctor, the fish are delicate, and the man ia 
happy; he haan't any cause to torment himself 
with any 'accomi'lishineut;' he sits jtist as con- 
tented in his religion and in his green ni^ht-govvn 
as Diogenes in his cask, and he looks wiUi joy at 
the lights burning, which he hasn't even tlia 
trouble of cleaning. And I tell you that if the 
lights shoidd happen to burn dim, and the Jewess 
who ought to BHufT ihern isn't at hnnd, and if 
Jiothschild the Great should happen to come in, 
with all the brokers, discounters, forwarders, and 
head-clerks with whom he overcomes the world, 
and if he should say, 'Moses Lump, ask what 
lliou wilt, it shall be given thee,' — Doctor, I 
believe that Moses would say, quiet and easy, 
'Pick the lamp, then!' and nothschild the Great 
Mould answer in wonder, ' If I wasn't Rothschild, 
I'd like to be euch a Lump as this ! ' " 

Aa Hyacinth, according to custom, thus de- 
veloped his doctrines with epic copiousness, the 
Marquis rose from his cushions and came towanls 
us, still mumbling a paternoster through his nosn. 
Hyacinth then drew the green cuiUiiti over tha 
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image of Llie Madonna wliicb hung over llio bed, 
exlinguislied Ihe two candles, took down tlie brouzo 
ciudfix. and approncliing us, began to clean it 
with the same rag and with the samo care wiili 
which he had just cleaned hig iiiaater'a spurs. 
But the Marquis was melting with Iieat and witli 
soft aeuliuieut; instead of a coat he wore a full 
blue GÜk domino with silver fringe, and his nose 
shone sorrowfully, like an enamoured louis-d'or. 
"Oh, Jcaus!" be sighed, as he sank among ilia 
cushions of the sofa, " Itun't you think, Doctor, 
that I have a very dreamy, visionary, poetical 
look lliis evening? I am very much moved; my 
soul is meliing; I perceive from afar a higher 
world. 

' My eye Ijcholils llic henven open, 
My lieart Icajis up in n'l.iitJraua bli^s,'" 

"Herr Gumpel, you must take something," in- 
terrupted Hj-ncinth. "The blood in your inside 
has got to going again. I know what is the matter 
with you." 

"Yuu don't know," eighed his master, 
" I tell you I do," replied the man, nodding with 
his good-natured, going-lo-work little face. " I 
know you in and out — I know. You arc just my 
opposite; wlicn you're hungry I'm thirsty, and 
wJien I'm thirsty j'ou're hungry. You are too 
corpulent, and I'm too lean. You liave Inis of 
iiLHgination, and I've got all the more business 
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capacity. I'm a pracliats, aiiJ you're a diar- 
rhcticus^ — in short, you are altogether my anti- 

jiotla;" 

"All, Juliftl" siylied Gumpelino, "would that 
I were the yellow glove upon lliy hand, and kissed 
thy clicek. Ductur, did yon ever see tlio actress 
Cndiii^-er in Ronieo and Juliet?" 

"Of course, and my whole soul i3 siill enrap- 
tured with the memory." 

" Well, then," cried the Mnrquis v ilh enthusiasm, 
and fire flashed fiom his eyes, illuminating liii 
nose, "then you appreciate my [tseliiiga — ilien 
you know what I mean when I sny / lovef I 
will fchow myself to you, and expose cverylhiug. 
Ifyacinth, just step out of tlio room ! " 

"I needn't go outj" said hia man, as it vexed; 
•you needn't siaiid on any ceremony with me, 
for I know what love is, too, and how it " 

'"Yuii don't know!" cried tlie Marquis. 

" I'll prove that I know, Herr Marquis, by just 
speakit^L; the name of Julia MaxSeld. Oh, bo 
easy I You're loved, too, but it's of no use. The 



' Hyacinth, in thU lentence, is rappoied to be kttempcin; ta 
" jiir^^ Ihc Latin whTcb ba hu picL(?d up uniit^r liü maAter. Für 
diarrkelicui rend tkfO'ttietii, and for anlipodex, anli/viirL Aa 
ioiUnce ol ibe erudite Dhuractcr vl the üermiuiB m»; be found 
in the tool that even amimg very vulgär prople the Latin wonl 
/wdrx a frequently used for iti Germao e<iult»iexiL—NoU lif 
Tramialor. 
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bi'utlier-iu-law of your latiy never lets lier go out 
of BJglit, and watches het üiglit and day like a 
diamond." 

"Ah! wretched that I am," moaned Gumpelina 
" I love and am loved again ; we secretly press 
each other's hands — we tread on each other's ffct 
under the table — glnnce meaningly at each other — 

and yet coa't find an opportunity to Ahl 

how often I stand in the moonlight on the bal- 
cony, and imagine that I am Jnlia and that my 
Komeo or my Gumpelino has promised me a ren- 
dezvous — and then I declaim exactly like the 
Crelinger : — 

'Come, lii^hl ! come, Gunipelino I— come, day in iii;^ht I 
For ihou wilt lie upon iha "'in*;' of night 
Whiter thnn snow upon a raven's bnck — 
Come, genlle night ; come, loviEicLliick-biowed uiijht, 
Give me my Romeo — or Qumpfliiio I ' 

But ah! Lord Mnxfield watchea us all the time, 
aud we're botli dying with intense desire. I 
shall never survive the day when either eets ths 
blossom of youthful purity at stake, winning to 
loose. Ah! I'd rather enjoy one such hour with 
Julia than win the great prize in the Hamburg 
lottery!" 

" What a crazy notion ! " cried Hyacinth ; " the 
great prize! — one huuilred thonsand ninrka!" 

"Yes, rather than the great prize," continued 
Gumpelino, "could I have one such hotir — aud 
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«lie lias promised nie often tljat I should have 
Eucli when the first opportunity oconra, and I've 
often thought thnt she would declaim to me— just 
like Creliiiger — 

'Wilt tLou lipgoneJ it btiot yet ncnrilnjl 
It Viaa tlie iii^htingilc', and not the lark, 
Tliat ]i[erci-d ilie learfiil liolluw of tliiiie ear ; 
Nightly slio siiiya on yoa pomegranale tree : 
Believe me, love, it wua tlie nightingdi:.'" 

"The great prize for only one night," repeated 
Hyacinth several times, as if he could never 
assent to such an assertion. "I have a very 
high opioion, Herr Marquis, of your accomplish- 
ments, but I never did think you'd hnve brou^iit 
yoiir visionary fancies up to such a pitch. That 
any man could ever prefer love to the great 
prize! Keally, Herr Marquis, since I've waited 
on you I've got used to a great tieal uf accomplish- 
nieut, hut this mucli I know, I wouldn't give an 
eighth of the great prize for all the love afloat. 
The Lord keep me from ill Why, if I reckon 
off five hundred marks premium, Ihere'd still re- 
main twelve tliousaiid marks. Love/ Wliv, if I 
reckon up all together that I've ever paid out for 
love in all my life, it only comes to twelve murks 
and thirteen achilling. Love/ Why, I've had 
lots of love, free, gratis, tor nothing ; only once in 
a while, to please my woman, I've cut her coma 
for her. I never had a real sentimental pas- 
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Kionate love-scrape but once iti my life, and that 
■was for fat Sally of Dreckwall. Slie iiaed to buy 
lottery tickets of me, and wlienever I called on 
lier 10 square accouuta.slie u?od to give me a piece 
of cake — very good cake indeed — and sometimes 
slie'd make up a nice little fttncy dish for me, 
with a drop of liquor to it; and wiien I once 
told her that I was troubled with the blues, she 
g.ive me n rccijw for the powder winch her owu 
husband used. I use the powder to this very 
day, it always works on mo; and tliat was the 
only consequence which our love ever liad. I 
thought, Herr Äfarqnia, tliat maybe you needed 
one of tliose powders. "VVIien I came to Italy 
they were the first thing I thought of, so I went 
to the apothecary and had 'em made up, and I 
always carry em about with me. Just wait a 
luiüute and I'll huut for 'em; and if I hunt for 
'em, I'll did 'em; and if I find 'em, your Excel- 
lency's got to take 'em." 

It would require too much time to repeat all 
the comments with which Hyacinth accompanied 
his rese.irches as he drew in succession each of 
the following articles from his pocket. These 
were: — I., half a wax candle; XL, a silver case, 
in which he kept his instruments for cutting 
corns ; III,, a lemon ; IV., a jiiälol, which, though 
unloaded, was carefully wrapped in paper lest 
the sight of it might awaken apprehension ; V., a 
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Bclicme o( llie last drawing of tlie Hamburgh 
lottery; VI., a blnck leather bound little book, 
containing ibe Paalms of DiiviJ and the debts not 
US yet collected; VII., a dry willow wiilio twined 
ill a trae-lovo knot;* VIIL, a little packet 
covered ■with faded rose-coloured silk, and con- 
ttiuiiig llie receipt in full for a lottery pri^ta 
which had once won fifty thouaaiid marks; IX., 
a flat piece of bread resembling ship's biscuit with 
a bole in the middle; and X,, the above-men- 
tioned powder, which tbo little man took out, 
not without a cerlain emotion and a sorrowful 
aliaking of the head. 

"When I think," he sighed, "that ton years 
ago tat Sally gave me this receipt, and that I'm 
in Italy now, and have the same receipt in my 
hands, and see the same words on it, 'Sal mirahte 
Glnvheri' — tliat nieatia in German 'extra Gno 
Glauber salt of the best qnality' — ah ! I feel as if 
I had already taken the salt and could feel it 
a-working inside. AVbat is man! I'lri in Italy 
a-lhiukiiig of fat Sally of Dreckwalll Who'd a 
thought it! I Can tbiiik I see her now in the 
country in her garden, where the moon shines, 



* AffioDg Cypeiea in Hungary and nther penpig in Eutern 
Eiiiops cettoin Iwiit« or gnarla o[ willuw IcBiua or Iwig« an 
unppjnerl to poiHeAB tnpgio \irtniPB, BHpedallj ilb li'vo cHArmi. 
Vide "Gyiwy Surcery in'! I''iirtune Tetliiig," by Chailci O. 
LelaiiJ. Liin.li'n : T Fiahi-r Unwin, 1S90. 
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niij uliere tlicre must be for certain a Di^^litingnla 
singini', or maybe a lark- 



'It ia the nightingale, and not the lark 1" 
aigljed Gunipclino in parenthesis. 

"'Niglilly ahe ain-;« on j'on punu'^ratiate Lree; 
Believe me, lave, it wob the ui^jLlingale,"' 

"It's all one to me," continiieJ Hyneinth; "it 
may be a canary for all I care ; only wild birds in 
the garden don't cost so much. Tlie main thing 
is the Lot-house, and the carpet in the pavilion, 
and the statuaries* all round it, and among 'cm 
there's a naked General of the goiis and llie 
Vutius Uiiuin; botli cost three liun^Ircd marks. 
And in the middle of the garden Sally'a got a 
fonteuelle, and may be she's a-stniiding ihero 
liaving make-believo pleasures in her fancy, and 
thinking — of — nie ! " 

After this aigli followed a rapt silence, which 
the Marquis finally broke with a languishing tone 
and question, " Tell me. Hyacinth, on your hon- 
our, do your really believe that your medicine 
■will have its effect ? " 

"Yes, upon honour, it will. "Wliy shoiddn't it 
work? Ii works on me. And ain't I a living 
man just ihe same as you? Glauber salts make 
all men alike, and when Rothschild takes Glauber 
salts, they operate on him just as they would on 

• Slaalij^ijurcn, 
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the Enialleat broker. And I'll just tell you uow 
liow ii'a all Joue. I shake llie powiler iuto a 
glass, pour soma water on it, and as soou a3 
you've swftlloweJ it you twist up your face and 
say, 'Prr — phew! — pooh I' Then you teel it a 
Eoit of quarrelling about iuside of you, and you 
feel queer, and you lie down on the bed, and 
theu I promise you, 'pon honour, that by and bye 
you'll get up, then you'll lay down again and get 
up again, and so on and so forth, and the next 
morning you fuel as liglit as an augel with white 
wings, and you'll dauce about because you feel so 
M-ell; only you'll look a little pale, but I know 
you like to look pale, because its languishing- 
like, and that's interesting." 

While thus chattering, Hyaciuth had prepared 
the powder ; but as for the Marquis, he would have 
taken this pains for nothing had not the passage 
suddenly flashed iuto his mind where Julia takes 
the draught which has such a dire effect on her 
destiny. " What do you think. Doctor," he cried, 
"of the actress Mueller in Vienna? I have seen 
her 03 Julia, and Lord 1 Lord ! how she did play ! 
I'm the greatest enthusiast for Crelinger living; 
hut Mueller, when she drank off the goblet, com 
pletely tore me down I Seel" — this was his ex- 
clanialion, as he took with a comic gesture the 
glass into which Hyacinth had poured the po«'dt-r 
~-" See 1 (Ais was the way in which she took tha 
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cup, and shuJdcred, so that you could feel every 

lliriU wbicli she (vh, as she said — 

'Tlicrc ia a fuliit cold Tiiur wliicli thrills my vcius, 
Aiiil aliiiOKt fraciuB up tUe heat o[ lifu,' 

Aj\i\ so she slood, just as I stand, and held the 
goblet to her lips, saying — 

' Slay, Tiilliot, Btay I 
Borneo, I come I iliia do I drink tu Uil-c' 

And with iliese words she swallowed the medicine." 
" Miicligood mayitdoyou, HeiTGuiiipeil" aitid 
Hyacinth in a joyful tone, fur the Marqiiiä had, 
ill imitative iiiGjiiration, drained tlie entire dose, 
tiiid sunk weary with declamation on the sofa. 

He did not remain loug in Ihia position, for 
nliiiost imiiii'diately there was a knock at the door, 
nnd there eiiteied Lady MaxfieM's little jockey, 
who gave to the Miirquis, with a Lingli and a bow, 
a note, and at once retired. HiistiJy did Gunipelino 
break the seal, and while ho read, bis eyca and nosa 
(jleamed with delight; but suddenly a spectral 
paleness covered his face, emotion was apparent 
in every muscle, and iie sprang alout witii gestures 
ol despair, laughing grimly, and rushed about the 
chamber, exclaiming — 

" Woe to me, fool of fortune I " 

" What IB it I what is it 7 cried Hyacinth, with 

t trembling voice, as he distractedly cleaned away 
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at tliQ cruciGx, which he had ii^ain taken up ; " aro 
we going to m;ike our attack to-night I" 

"What is the matter, Herr Marquis?" I iu- 
quired, equally astonished. 

"Eeadl readl" cried Gumpelino, as he threw 
towards ua the note, and again rmhed despairingly 
About the rootn.his blue domino streaming behiud 
liim like a storm-cloud. 

It was 8 note from Lady Maxfield, inviting him 
to call on her immediately, stating that she would 
leave on the following morning for England. 

"Woe me, fool of fortune!" bewniled Gumpe- 
lino. " Love holds out to me his nectar cup, and I, 
alas I the Jack-fool of fottune, have already drained 
a goblet of Glauber salts 1 Who can get the 
accursed stuCTout of me now? Help! help!" 

"No earthty living man can help yon nowl" 
ai^hed Hyacinth. 

" I pity you from my very heart," said I con- 
dolingly. "To drain a tumbler of Glauber salts 
iustead of a goblet of nectar is bilterl" 

" Jesus ! Jesus ! " cried the Marquis ; " I feel 
it thrill through my eveiy vein. Oh, true apothe- 
cary, thy drugs are quick I but it shall not hinder 
ne. I will hasten lo her; I will sink at her feet 1' 

"Bou't be pasdonate!" replied Hyacinth. 
"Don't go oCTiuLo rhapsodies." 

" No, no I I will hasten to her, and in bet 
BTUis Oh, night I oh, night I" 
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"1 tell you," continued Hyacinth, with philo- 
Bophical iudiflerence, " that yoii will find no repose 
ill her anna. Don'c be so passionnte. Tour niiud 
plays into the hands of Nature. You must endure 
like a man what your tute has determined. Maybe 
it's good that it's come so, and perhaps it came so 
because it's good. Man is nn earthly being, and 
doesn't understand the ways of Divinity. Folks 
often think they're going straight ahead to their 
happiness, und bad luck stands in the way with a 
stick; and when a plain vulgar stick strikes a 
noble back, they feel it, Herr Marquis ! " 

" Woe me 1 a fool of fortune 1 " raved Gum- 
pcliao. But his servant calmly continued — 

" A man often expects a cupful of nectar, and 
instead of it gets horse-whip soup — if the nectar 
is sweet, then the horsewhipping is all the bitterer ; 
and it is really lucky that iho man who thrashes 
another must tire out sooner or later, or the fellow 
he wliips could never stand it. But it is a great 
deal worse when bad luck with dagger and poison 
hides in a man's way to love, so that his life's in 
danger. Maybe, Herr Marquis, it is really all right 
that things have gone as they have, or perhaps, who 
knows, you might, while running in the heat of 
love, have been njet on the way by a little Italian 
with a dirk six yards long, wlio would have gond 
slap at you, and have stuck you (not to put too 
iiue a point upon it) through your calves, fur a 
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mnn can't lioUer for Lhe watch hero as in Ham- 
Imrgli, and there are no policemeu among the 
Apennines, Or maybe," coniinued the pitiless 
consoler, without paying llie slightest attention to 
tlie growing rage of his master, " maybe when yon 
were sitting snug and warm by Lady Maxfield, 
the brother-in-law would have come rushing back 
and clapped a pistol to your breast, and made 
you sign a bill of a hundred thousand uiaiks, I 
don't want to make mischief or tell lies— but I 
say, suppose now — only suppose thnt you were a 
good-looking man, and Lady Maxfield was in 
despair for fear she should lose her beau, and was 
jealous — like all M'omen — for fear some other 
woman might get you after she was gone, what 
would siie do? Why, she'd just take an orange 
or a lemon and put a little white powder on it, and 
say, ' Here, dear, just suck this and cool yourself off 
a little ; you've got warm a-running so fast,' and 
the next day you'd be cooled down and no mistake. 
There was a man named Piper, who had a passional 
attraction for a female individual who was called 
Trumpet-Angel Jenny, and she lived in the ' Coffee- 
factory,' and the man by the Duck Pond " 

"I wish, Hirsch," screamed the Marquis in a 
rage, " I wish that your Piper of the Duck-Pond, 
and his Trumpet-Angel of the Co!Tee-Mill, and 
yon and your Sally, all had my Glauber's salts 
rammed down your throats ! " 
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"TMiat would you have, Herr Ourapel?" ex- 
claimed Hyacinth, not without heat "Was it 
my fault that Lady Maxfield's a-going away to- 
morrow and invited you to come to-night ? Could 
I know that beforehand ? Am I Aristotle ? Have 
I got a situntion in a prophecy office? I only 
aaid that the powder would work, and it toill work, 
just a3 sure aa I'm a-going to heaven, and if you 
go running about the room in auch a disparaging 
and passional way, it'll work alt the sooner," 

" Well, then, I'll sit down calmly on the sofa," 
groaned Gnmpeliuo j and, stamping on the ground, 
he rolled in a rage on the sofa, restniined his 
mood by a mighty effort, and both Kervant and 
master gazed long and silently at each oiher, until 
the latter said, with a deep sigh and in a whimper- 
ing tone — 

" But, Hiräch, what will the lady say if I don't 
come ? She waits for ine, yes, lingers and tremblea 
and burns with love," 

"She has a beautiful foot," said Hyaciulh to 
himself, and sorrowfully shook his little head. 
■But there were mighty throbs of emotion at work 
in bis heart, and a daring idea was working itself 
out under his scarlet coat, 

"Herr Gumpel," said the «-orda, as they came 
forth, " seiui me ! " 

And as he spoke, a deep blush stole over Iho 
snUow business counteuaace. 



TUB BATHS OF LUCCA. 



t» 



CIIArTEIl X. 

When CaiidiJe came to El Uorndn, lie saw several 
boys in liie sireet who were pbying with nuggets 
of goU instead o£ stotica. This oxtravagiinco 
made liim thiuk tiiut they must be royal children, 
and lie was not a liltle astoiiiahed to learn that 
in Ei Diirado nuggets of gold were a3 valueless aa 
tiint-i>ebble3 with us, so lliat the very school- 
boys played with thcin. Something very aiiuilar 
happened to one of njy friends, who, when he first 
catue to Germany and read CJcnnan books, waa 
greatly amazed at the weahli of thought which ho 
found in them, hut soon observed tiiat thoughts 
are as common in Germany as gold ingots in El 
]Jorado, and that many a writer who seems to be an 
intellectual prince is, after all, a mere schoolboy.^ 
This reflection often occurs to lue when I am 
about to write down the most adiiurahle reflections 
on Art and Life. Xlien I laugh, and keep my 
thoughts in my pen, or scribble in their stead a 
picture or a carpet-pa Item on the paper, persuad- 

' So Willi wit and humour id Frince, as vrltli the »igiilBite 
onianimU <n iU Gothic nrchitrctuic. ( Vide Jvlrodurtion (o Iha 
Sivdg of Go(Kic. Arrhilictiiri, p. 144. bj J. H. Parkt-r.) Wa 
•ro at Bnt itruck by tlieir abimiUncc, but finii nftf-r u time (hut 
tbcjr are olirn n'[ii^aled uidwurlccil oret into coniinon pmperty 
— jVoW 6jf Triiiiilalor, 
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iii'j myself t!iat such carpets are more useful iit 
Germany — that iotellectual El Uorado — tliati ilie 
goliienest thoughts. 

Dear render, I shall hring on the carpet now, 
spreading out before thee, the familiar figures of 
Gumpelino and lib Hirsch-Hyacinth; ami if tha 
former be painted with less accurate traits, I tnist 
that you will bo sharp-witted enough to appreciata 
a negative character, even if positive points ha 
wanting iu it. Fur he micht brin? a suit for libel 
against me, or someihiiig even more significant. 
For the Marquis is mighty with money and many 
friends. Besides, he is the natural ally of my 
enemies; lie upliolds them with subsidies; he is 
an ariitocrnt, an ultra-papist; in fact, lie only 
wants one thing as yet to be as bad as possible, 
and that one tiling he must soon learn, having 
the book which teaches it already in his hands, 
as you will perceive from my picture-carpet. 

It waa again evening. On the table stood two 
candelabras with lighted wox-candles, and their 
gleam flashed ou the golden frames of the pictures 
of saints hanging on the wall, and which, in the 
flickering light and wavering shadow, seemed 
inspired with lifo. Without, before the window, 
the dark cypress trees stood Blrangely motionless 
in the silver moonlight, while far in tlie distance 
resounded a sad hymn to the Virgin, rising and 
falling in broken tones, apparently the voice ol 
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S sick chilli. Tlio air wiUiiii wag close and warm, 
and t)ie Marquis Chiistophoro dt Gumpelino sat, 
or rallier reclined, ia aristocratic indolence on the 
cushions of the sofa, his noble though overheated 
figure being tigaiti clad in its blue silk domino, 
while in his hands lie held a book bound in 
scarlet morocco -pnper, heavily gilt, and from 
which he declaimed in a loud yet Inngitishing tone. 
His eyes had that slicky-pasty lustre peculiar 
to enamoured tomcats, and his cheeks, including 
llie side-wings of the nose, were i^alo as if Eiorn 
suffering. Still this pallor admits of a philo- 
sophically anthropological explanation if we re- 
member that the Marquis had swallowed the 
night before a whole tumbler of Gl.iuber salt& 

Hirscli-Hyaciiithus was down ou all fours on 
the floor, and with a great piece of white chalk 
was busy in drawing on the brown tiles the 
following cliaraciers, or sometliing like them:— 
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T!ii3 business appeared to be niiytliiiig but 
agreenble to the little man, for, pufTiiig at every 
stoop, be growled vexedly, " Spondee, TrocUee, 
Iambus, — I am bust I — I'yrr-hio, Anapest — and 
the pest!" For the anko of working more at bis 
ease, be had taken off his red coat, and there now 
appeared two short modeät-Iooking legs in tight 
scarlet breeches, and somewhat longer arma iu 
white loose sleeves. 

"What curious figures aro those?" I iuquired, 
after watching his work for a while. 

"These are feet the size of life," ho groaned for 
answer, "and I, wretched man, niUät keep tlieso 
feet iti my head, and my hands already ache with 
all the feet they've bad to write. These are the 
real true feet of poetry, and if it wasn't for the 
accompHabmeats I'm getting, I'd let the poetry 
run witii all its feet. Just now 1 h.ive priv.Tta 
lessons from tlie JIarquis iu the poetry business. 
The Marquis reads tlic poem and explains how 
many feet there ore in it, and then I must note 
ihem down and reckon up whether the poeiu is 
all riglit." 

"Yon liud us," remarked the Marquis in didac- 
tically pathetic tone, "engaged in a truly poetic 
occupation. I well know, Uoctor, that you belong 
to that body of poets who liave ideas of their own, 
and do not perceive that in poetry the feet come 
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first, and that metre is tlie main thing.; but a re- 
fined spirit can only express itself in refined 
forms, and tiieae are only to be learned from the 
Greeks, and from tbose motiern poets who strive to 
think like Greeks, /eel like Greeks, and bring theic 
feelings home in ihe Greek fashion to a man." 

"To man, of course, and not to woman, as an 
naclassic, romantic poet is bound to do," repUeil 
my Insignificance. 

"Heir Gumpel talks now and then like a 
hook," whispered Hyacinth aside to me, as he 
contracted his thin lips, winked his little eyes 
vith delighted pride, and significantly shook his 
Email head, whose every motion was one of won- 
dering amazement "I tell von," he continued, 
in toniewhat louder tones, "he talks sometimes 
like a book, and then he's what you might call no 
sort of a man at all, hut a liigher sort of being 
and 1 become regularly dvmli the nearer I coma 
to him." 

" ATid what have you there in your bands?" I 
inquired of the Marquis. 

"Gems," he replied laconifally, holding out the 
book. 

At the word "gems" Hyacinth leaped up, hut, 
when he saw tlic hook, smiled pityingly. Tlio 
precious gem in question had on its title-pnge the 
foUowing words: — 
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P0EM3 

or 
AUGUST, COUNT VON PLATEN. 

ETlTTTOAnD iSO TÜBINQEN S 

FCSUHKEO BT J. Q. COTT*. 

1833. 



Oil tlie blank leaf was neatly written, "A Gift 
of True Itrotlierly Fiiendsliip." 

" I liaveu't slept a wink all niglit," lie complaineil 
to me. Fortunately, I had this gloiioua bit of 
readinfj by me, and I got from it not only poetical 
instruction, but also sound consolation for life, I 
swear, sir, by our blessed Lady of Loretto, and 
as true as I'm an honourable man, that these 
poems haven't their equal ! You know that I was 
in a state of desperation yesterday evening— a« 
diuspoir, as one might say — because Fate forbade 
me to possess my Julia. Then I read these poenia, 
one every time when I had to get up, and the 
result has been, that I feel so iudilterent to women 
that ray own passion became repulsive to me. 
And that is the beauty of this poet, that he only 
burns with friendship for men. Yes, he prefers 
US to women; and for this very preference wo 
ought to be grateful to iiim. How much greattr 
he is in this than commou poeta ! Ton do not 
fijjJ him flattering the every-day tastes of the 
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tnnsaes; he cures us of that, passion fur womeu 
which causes us so much suffering, womaül 
woman I what a benefactor lo his race is that man 
who frees us from your chains! It is an eternal 
shame that Shakespeare never applied his wonder- 
ful theatrical talent to this end, since he, as I 
have just found in tfiese poems, was inspired 
hy the same greatness of soul as the great 
Count Platen, who says, in his sonnets of Shake- 
B]>eare : 

' A maid's cnpricea never Lruke thy slunibers, 
And yvt fur rneiiJ»lii|> BLill vie see tbi:e ycurnliig ; 
Froiii fütual« snarea u friend lliy tleye ii luniiii^-, 
llis UcQiity IB tliy core, and fires ih; aaiiibctm.' " 

While the Marquis declaimed these verses with 
enthusiasm, and while the moisture gathered on 
Lis tongue. Hyacinth was making a series of 
grimaces which were evidently inspired by any- 
lliing but assent, though they appeared partly to 
be those of vexation and partly of afürmation, 
until he at last enclaimed — 

" Herr Marquis, you talk like a book, and the 
verses go out like a purge, but I don't like their 
contents. As a man, I feel flattered that Count 
FlatcQ gives us the preference, but as a friend to 
women, I go against such men. Such is man] 
One likes onions, and another has the feeling for 
warm friendship; but I, as an honest man, must 
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cnnfess tlint I prefer otiious, aud iliat a cross-eyeJ 
eouk-maid is more to my ta3te than any frienJ 
Bucli as 3-our poeC talks about And, in fact, I 
must Gay that I, [or one, can't be^in to see bo 
mucli beauty iu the mole sex that cmc can fall 
ill love with it," 

Hyacinth spoke these last words while giving 
ft side squint at his own reflection in the mirror 
OS though he were the ideal paltern of manly 
perfection. But the Marquis, without suffering 
himself to be disturbed, read on — 

" ' Hope's f[iiun-Luilt pnlnecB may full togcllicr ; 
We alrivc, yet do not eomc at all logelhet j 
Uelodioua rruni lliy nouili luy iinnie is ringing 
And yd uiy ver^e lliuu nilt not coll togclliiT, 
Like Bun find ddckid niu.'^t wc be ever pnrlod, 
Thßl iiFe and cusloni nmy be all togi-llier'f 
Oil, leiin Uiitie hend on iijiiie, for eweat iii union 
Tliy dark locks mid my ligbl oi^ea Call icgelbcr ; 
liul all ! I drviini, Uit Iu I »e ilu-e parting 
Ere joy has found iig in one ibrall to);cUier; 
Our souIb art bkudinjj aince our foruiB are ported, 
Mould we veie flowers, oft bound end all loyclLcr !'" 

"Queer poetry that!" exclaimed Hyacinth, as 
lie re-echoed the ihymes : " ' Use and custom all 
together,' ' thrall together,' and ' fall together I ' 
Queer poetry! I've got a brother-in-law who, 
when he reads poetry, often for tun puts ' from 
before' and 'from behind' ia turn at the end o( 
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every oilier verse, but I declare I never knew tliat 
the |ioeiii3lie made up that way ouglit to be calloil 
'gazelles.' I must try myself and see whether Iho 
verses which tlic Marquis has just declaimed won't 
be improved by putting ' from before ' and ' from 
liC'hind'iu turn afttr the 'togetlier.' Depend upou 
it they'll be twenty per cent, strongerl" 

Without attending to this speech, tlio Marquia 
drove ahead in bis declamation of "gazelles" and 
sonnets, in which the loving one sings his " friend 
of beauty," praises him, wails over him, acoiisea 
him of iudifi\:rence, devises plans to attain liim, 
ogles liim, is jealous of him, languishes for biui, 
fondles through a whole scale of lovc-tonea with 
him, and that so mellingly, amorously, and leclier- 
onsly, that tlie reader would suppose that the 
poet were a niaiden sufltring with nymphomania. 
One ibing, however, must seem to him to a cer- 
tain degree eztraoidinary, tliat this maiden 13 
always couiplaiiiiug that her love is contrary to 
the u£ual luauner or " custom ; " that slie cherislie.t 
aa intense a hatred of this "custom which parts* 
as a pickpocket could Qgainst the police ; that in 
her love she would fain embrace "ihe limbs" of 
her friend ; that she hiinents dolefully over envious 
wretches who cunningly part us, " to hinder us and 
keep US ever parted ; " that she bewails annoying 
personal aHlictions on the part of her friend; that 
she assures him that she will only casually glance 
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at hira ; that slie protests that " no single syllable 
Bball shock tliine ear," and finally confesses, that 

"My wish In ottiere but gave kirlli to Bttife ; 
Tbau bust Uü[ ^Tnnted it, but oli I at yet 
Thou liasl BoL said lue tiay, ob tiiy BWüet life I " 

I must do the Marquis the justice to admit, 

that he declaimed these verses well, sighed at 
full length in repeating them, and groaned v/\iila 
Hyacinth continued to bal>ble the verses after 
him, not omitting to interweave with them his 
own original chatter. He honoured the odes with 
the most attention. "There's a heap more to be 
learned," quath he, " from this sort of poetry tiiau 
from your sonnets and gazelles; for in the odes 
the feet are set down all fair and square, and a 
man can count np every poem nice and easy. 
Every poet ought to do lu his hardest poetry- 
verses like Count Platen — that is, set it down 
with the feet np, and say to folks, 'Sea here! I'm 
an honourable man, one of the kind that don't 
cheat. The straight and crooked marks which I 
put before every poem are what you may call 
the counter-fid^ of it, and you may reckon up 
for yourself the trouble it all cost me. In fact, 
tiiey're a kind of yard-stick tor every poem ; take 
it and measure 'em with it, and if you find I 
clieat you out oE a single syllable, why then call 
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roe a d d ras&il — that's all I' But theu the 
public may be taken iti just by the honourable 
face he puts ou it. Whea the feet are all set 
ilowQ äo bonesl-lookiu^- and plain, the reader'll 
say, 'Well, I'm not going to be one of your 
sUHpiciouB sort ; what's the use of couuting after 
the man. I daresay it's all ri^ht ; I ain't a-going 

10 do itr And he don't do it — and gets cheated. 
And who can always count 'em up ? Now we're 
in Italy, and I've got time to write the feet on 
the ground with chalk, and coUatiünate every ode. 
But in Hamburgh, where I've my business to 
attend to, I've no time for it, and must tike Cotuit 
Platen without, calling hiui tu an account, Jusl as 

11 man takes the bags of money from the treasury 
with the number of the doLlora they hold, written 
on 'em. They go about, sealed up, from one man 
to another, everybody takes it fur granted that 
they hold as much as the number says; and yet 
it iuts happened that a man who didn't have 
much to do has opened one and counted the 
specie, and found il ran short a few dollars. And 
there may be just the same sort of swindling in 
poetry. Farlicularly do I mistrust when I think 
of bags tit money. i"or my own brother-in-law 
has told me that in the House of Correction at 
Odtusee they've got a fellow who had some sort 
of a situation in the Post Office, and who opened 
the specie-bags that went ihrougii bis hands, and 
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then aewed 'em up again and forwarded 'em. 
When one hears of such rascality, he loses hb 
trust in fellow-mortals, and gets to be a mistrust- 
ful man. There's ever so much rasctility in this 
world, and I suppose ii's the same in the poetry 
business as in any otlier." 

" Honesty," continued Hyacinth, while the 
Marquis declaimed on, all absorbed in feelini; 
and without attending to us, — " Honesty, Doctor, iB 
the correct thing, and a man who isn't honest 1 
consider as a scamp, and when I consider a man as 
a scamp, I'll buy nothin» from him, read nothing 
of his — in short, devil the bit of business of any 
suit will I do will) him. I'm a man. Doctor, who 
don't set myself np on anything, but if there's any- 
thing 1 would set myself up on, it would be on 
doing the correct thing. If you've no objection, 
I'd like to tell you of a noble trait in my char- 
acter, and you'll be astonished at it. I tell you 
you'll be astonished as sure as I'm an honourable 
man. There's a man lives in the Spear Place in 
Hamburgh, and he's a greengrocer, and his name's 
Blocky — that b to say, I say that hb name's 
Blocky, because we're good friends, for his real 
name is Ulock.i And his wife of course is Madam 
Block, and she never cuuld bear that her husband 
should buy lottery tickets uf me, and when he did, 
I didn't dare to go to las house with 'em. So 

* Klat», li<g, block, atumpj k bluckbekl 
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he used to tell tue in the street, ' I want this or 
that number, and here's tlie mouthy, Hirsch 1' 
And I'd »ay. 'All riijht, Blocky!' Aud when I 
got home, I used to lay the number he'd taken 
apart for him under cover, and write on it in 
Uerman hand, ' Ou account of Herr Christian 
Hinrich Block.' And now just listen and be 
astonished. It was a fine sprini^ day, and the 
treea ronnd the Exchange were all green, and the 
lephyr airs were nice, and the sun shone in the 
heaven, aud I stood by the Bank of Hamburgh. 
And then Blocky — my Blocky, you know — came 
walking along with fat Mrs, Blocky on his arm, 
and was the first to speak to me, and spoke of 
the Lord's splendid spring, and made some patriotic 
remarks on the town- guard, and asked me how 
business was, and I told him that a little while 
before thero'd been a chap in the pillory, and so 
as we talked he told me that the night before 
he'd dreamed that number 1538 had drawn the 
grand prize; and just at that instant, while 
Madam Block was looking at the statiiiei^ of the 
Emperors before the town-liall, he put thirteen 
louia-d'ors, full weight, into my hand. Lord 1 it 
seems to me that I can feel them now ; aud before 
Madam could turn around I said, 'All right, 
Blocky ! ' and went away. And I went at once, 
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without stopping, to the liead office, and got 
number 1538, and covered it up aa soon as I was 
home, and wrote on the cover, *0u account of 
Herr Christian Hiiiiicli Block.' And what did 
the Lord do ? i'ourteen days later, to try my 
honesty, he let number 1538 turn up a prize of 
fifty thousand marks. And what did Hirsch then 
do, the same Hirsch who now stands before you ? 
This Hirsch put on e, clean white shiit and a 
clean white cravat, and took a hadtuey-coacb and 
went to the head office, and diew bis tiTty thou- 
saud marks and rode wilb 'em to the Spear Place. 
And when Blocky Baw me he says, ' Hirach, what 
ere you dreased up so fine for to-day ?' I, how- 
ever, didn't answer a word, but sei. a great aston- 
ishing bag of ^old on the table, and said, right 
cheerful and jolly, ' Herr Christian Hiuiich Block I 
number 1538, which you were so kind aa to order 
of me, has been so lucky as to draw tifiy thousand 
marks. I have the honour to present you that 
game money in this bag, and take ihe liberty of 
begging a receipt for tlie anjount.' When Blocky 
heard that, he began to cry; when Madame Block 
beard it, she cried; iLe fat red 3ervant-j,'iil cried; 
the crooked shop-boy cried; the children cried; 
and I, a man of feelinya as I am, couldn't cry at 
all, but fainted dead away, and it wasn't till I 
came to that the tears came into uij eyes like 
« river, and I cried for three hours I " 
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The voice of the little man quivered as he told 
this story, and with an air of joy he drew from 
his pocket the packet I have already apoken of, 
unrolled the fadeil rose silk, and showed me the 
document in which Herr Christian Hinrich Block 
acknowledged the receipt of fifty thousand marks. 
"When I die," said Hyacinth with a tear in hia 
eye, " this receipt must, be buried with roe, and on 
the judgment-day, when I must give an account 
of all my deeds, then I will go with this receipt 
in my hand before the throne of the Lord, and 
wlien my evil angel has read off the list of all 
the evil deeds I've been guilty of, and my good 
SDgel has rend ofT in turn all my good deeds, I'll 
say, calm and easy, 'Be quiet! all I want to 
know is if this receipt is correct? — is that the 
handwriting of Herr Christian Hinrich Block 7 ' 
Then a little ani;;el will come flying up, and he'll 
Bay that he knows Block's hand perfectly well, 
and he'll tell the whole story of the honourable 
bnainess I carried through. And the Creator of 
Eieruily, the Almighty, who kuows all tilings will 
remember it all, aad be will praise rae before the 
sun, moon, and stars, and reclvon up at once in bis 
head that if the value of my evil deeds be sub- 
tracted from fifty thousand marks, that theru'll 
remain a balance to my account, and he'll say, 
'Hirsch, yon are appointed an angel of the ßrst class, 
and may wear wings with white and red feathers.'" 
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CHAPTER XL 



Who in, then, the Count Platen, whom we have 
in the previous chnpter learned to know as a poet 
and warm fricuil ? Ali I dear reader, I have been 
reading that very question for a long time la your 
countenance, and it is with a trembling heart that 
I set about answering it. The worst thing with 
Oerman authors is, that whenever they show up 
a fool, they must beforehand set him forth in full 
by means of wearisome descriptions of character 
and personal peculiarities, firstly, tliat the reader 
may know of his existence, and secondly, that 
they may understand how, where, and when the 
lash cuts — before or behiud. It was a different 
matter with the ancients, and it is still different 
with some modern nations, for instance, the English 
and French, who have a public life, and, in con- 
sequence, public characters. We Germans, on the 
contrary, though we have a foolish enough public, 
have very few foola distinguished enough tn be 
generally recognised as characters,' when used in 
prose or in versa The few men of this mould 
whom we possess are perfectly justifiable in giving 
themselves airs of im;>ortanoe. They are of in- 
eetinaltle value, and are entitled to the highest 
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claim to our consideration. For instance, the 
Herr Privy Counsellor Schmaltz, professor at the 
University of Berlin, is a mfin worth his weight 
in gold; a humorous writer could never do with- 
out him, and he himself ia so perfectly conscious 
of his personal importance and needfulness that 
he loses no opportunity to supply such writers 
with material for satire. For this purpose, there- 
fore, he labours night auii day, either as sttitesinan, 
civil villain, or civilian,' deacon, anti-Hegelian, 
and patriot, to make himself as ridiculous as 
possible, and thus advance that literature for which 
he sacrifices himself. And therefore the German 
universities deserve grent praise, since they supply 
us with more fools than any other trade-unions, 
^especially Göttingen, which I have never failed 
appreciate, so Ear as this point ia concerned. 
Tills is the true and secret reason why I have 
always boldly advocated the maintenance of the 
universities, even wliile preaching freedom of 
exercising a trade, nnd recommending the aholi- 
^tion of the guilds, When fools of note are thus 
Wanting, the world cnnnut he too grateful to me 
should I bring out a few new ones and render 
them available. For the advancement of litera- 
ture, I will therefore now speak more in detail of 
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Count August von Platen Hallermundc I will 
so arrange it that he may be made well anough 
known to be UBefiil, and to a certain degree cele- 
brated, ijiving him, as it were, a literary fftttenin;^, 
as the Iroquois are said to do with prisoners who 
are aubseqiieutly devoured at their festivals. In 
this business I shall act with all due honour and 
courtesy, u^ a good citizen should, toucliing on 
the material or so-called personal interests only 
ao far aa they are needed to throw light upon 
Bpiritual phenomena, always giving the point of 
view from which I regarded liim, and not un- 
frequently exhibiting the spectacles wherewith I 
took my peep. 

The point of view from which I first beheld 
Count Platen was Munich, the scene of those 
efforts which rendered him very celebrated among 
his acquaintances, and where he will unques- 
tionably be immortal, so long as he lives. The 
spectacles wiih which I saw liim belonged to cer- 
tain inhabitants of the city, who, in their merry 
momenta, occasionally indulged in merry remarks 
relative to his personal iippearance. I have never 
seen him myself, and wlien I have a fancy to 
imagine him, I recall the droll rage with which 
my friend Doctor Lauteiibacher attacked poetic 
folly in general, iind particularly that of a certain 
Count Platen, who, with a wreath of laurel on his 
brow, stood — in the way of passers-by — in an 
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Bttitnde of poetio inspiration on tbe public prome- 
nade at Erlangen, staring, with spectacled nose, up 
at heaven. Others have spoken better of the 
poor Coutit, lamenting only his straitened circum- 
Btancea, which, as he was very ambitious of honour, 
compelled him to extraordinary industry, and 
thus at least gave him distinctioD as a poet. 
Such stories, of course, moved mj pity to a cer- 
tain extent, although I found that his failures in 
the art of pleasing were very natural. 

In vain the poor Couot declared that he was 
destined to become the greatest of poets ; that the 
shadow of the laurel was already visible on his 
brow, and that he could also make others immor- 
tal in poems which would live forever. Alas! 
even this celebrity was not acceptable to any 
one, nor was it, in fact, a thing to be particularly 
desired. So far as I am concerned, dear reader, 
I am not so malicious as you think ; I pity the 
poor Count, aud wlien others mock him, I doubt 
whether lie has ever practically revenged himself 
on tlie hated " custom " spoken of, although in his 
songs be sighs for such revenge; no, I rather 
believe in the repulsive afflictious, injurious dis- 
regard, and rejections of which he sings so plain- 
tively, I believe, in fact, that he acted towards 
morality in a far more laudable manner than he 
was desirous of doing, and it is possible that 
he can boast, with General Tilly, " I was never 
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intoxicated, never touched a woman, and never 
lost a battle." Ic was, beyond question, for tiiia 
that the poet saya of himself — 

" Tliou art a sober and b modest youth." 

The poor youth, or rather the poor old youth, 
for be had aeveral lustrmna behind him, onca 
squatted, unless I err, at the University of Erlan- 
gen, where some sort of occupation had bei-n 
allotted him, hut as this was insuflicient for bia 
soariug spirit, since with his iucreaaiiig lustrums 
he lusted with greater lustiness for illustrious 
lustre, and as he day by day felt liimBelf more 
inspired with Ms future glory, he gave up hia 
business, being determined to live by writing, by 
gifts from heaven whenever tliey might tum up, 
and by similar earnings. For the county of the 
Count is unfortunately situated in the moon, 
and, owing to the bad state of the roads which 
communicate with Bavaria, will not (according 
to Gruiihuisen's calculation) be attainable until 
20,000 years have elapsed, after which time, when 
that planet approaches the earth, he will be able 
to draw from it his enormous revenues. 

At an earlier period Don Platen de CoHbrados 
Hallermunde had published by Brockhaus in 
Leipzig a collection of poems with the title of 
l/yrieal Ltaves, No. I., which of course met with 
uo success, although he assured us in the preface 
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that the Seven Wise Men had lavished their praise 
on the author. At a hiter date he wrote, in Tieck'a 
style, several dramatic legends and stories, which 
also bad the fortune to remain hidden from the 
ignorant multitade, and were only read by the 
Seven Wise Men. In order to get a few more 
readers, the Count applied himself to controversy, 
and wrote a satire au'ainst eminent writers, espe- 
cially i^ainst Müllner, wiio was already univer^ 
sally hated and morally overthrown, so tliat the 
Count came just in the nick of time to give the 
deed Court Counsellor Oorindur another coup de 
grace; not gracefully, however, in the head, but 
very awkwardly, in the Falstaffian mauner. in the 
thigh. A dislike of Müllner inspired every noble 
heart ; the attack of the Count " took," and " The 
Mysterious and Terrible Fork " met here and there 
with a kindly reception i not from the public at 
large, but among literati and the regular achool- 
peoplei the latter being pleased with the satire 
because it was not an imitation of the romantic 
Tieck, but of the classic Aristophanes. 

I believe that it was about this time that thu 
Count travelled to Italy, no longer entertaining a 
doubt but that he would be able lo live by his 
poetry. Cotu had indeed paid him the common 
prosaic honour to pay iiira money tor iiis bill for 
poetry ; for Poetry, the uobly-boru, uever liaa any 
money herself, and when in dilficultiea always 
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goes to Cotta, Now the Count versified day and 
night; he uo longer copied the patterns of Tieck 
and of Aristophanes, but imitated first Goethe 
in ballads, tlien Horace in odea, then Petrarch 
in sonnets, then Haiiz in Persian gazelles; in 
short, be gave us, such as it was, a selectiioQ of 
flowers of the best poets, and with it his own 
lyrical leaves, under the title of " Poems of Count 
Platen, Ac." 

No one in Germany is 30 indulgent as I towards 
poetic productions, and I am willing from my very 
soul that a poor devil like Platen should enjoy 
his bit of celebrity wliich he has so bitterly eame 1 
by the sweat of hia brow; and no one is more 
willing to praise his industry, his efTorta and his 
poetry, or to recognise his metrical merits. My 
own efforts enable me better than another to 
appreciate those merits. The bitter labour, the 
indescribable peraeveranoe, the chattering of teelh 
through weary winter nights, the restrained anger 
at a fruitless straining for effect, is far more appa- 
rent to one of ns than to the ordinary reader who 
supposes that the smoothness, neatness, and polish 
of the Counts verses are the effect of ease, and 
who thanklessly enjoys himself over the glittering 
play of words, just as spectators at the feau of 
circus artistes, when tliey behold the latter dancing 
on ropes, hopping among eggs, or standin;,' on their 
heads, never reflect that the poor fellows have 
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BCqiiireii ihis pliancy of limb and poetry of motioD 
only by luug } ears of liard work and bitter tinuger. 
I, who have never worried myself so much in 
poetry, and wlio have always exercised it in com- 
pany with good eating, esteem (>oor Flateu all the 
more, Bince his experiences have been of such a 
sour and sober nature ; T will boast for him that 
no literary rope-dancer in Eui-ope can balance so 
well as he on slack gazelles, that no one can 
perform so well as lie such an egg-dance as . 
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and that no one can stand so well un his head. 
If the Musea are not complaiaaut to him, he at 
legist has the genius of our language in his power, 
or knows how to clothe it with power. As for 
winning the willin>; love of the genius, it is beyoml 
bis power; he must perseveriugly run after this 
youth as after others, and bis utmost ability is to 
catch the outward form, which, despite its beauti- 
ful contour, never sjieaka to our souL Never did 
the deep tones of Nature, as we find them in p<jpii- 
lar song among children and other true poets, 
burst from the soul of Platen, or bloom forth like 
an apocaiypsc from it, und the desperate ellort 
which he is obliged to make in order to say souie- 
tliing he calls a "great deed in words," for so utterly 



ata 



PICTURES OF TRAVEL. 



unfamiliar ia ha with Dhe true spirit of poetry, that ' 
he does not kttow Ihut Lhe successful niBsterj of 
words caa only be a great deed for the rhetorician ; * 
for the true poet it shouUi be a natnral occurrence. 
Unlike the true poet, language was never yet hU 
iiiasier. Ou the oouliary, he baa become master 
of it, playing on it as a virtuoso plays on an 
instrument. Tiie more lie advauotd in this 
mechanical facility, the higher opinion did he 
form of his own powers of performance. He 
learned how to play in every manner und metre; 
he versi&ed even the most difficult passages, often 
poetising, so lo apeak, ou the U string, and wjis 
vexed when the public did not applaud. Like all 
virtuosi who liave developed this sort of single- 
etriug talent, he only exerted himself for applause, 
regarding with anger the celebrity of others. Ha 
envied his colleagues all that they gained, as, for 
iustauce, when he fired five-act pasquinades at 
Claureu at a time when he could not attract more 
than a mere poetic squib at himself; he laid a 
strong hand on every review in which others were 
praised, and cried without ceasing, "I am not 
sufficiently praised, I am not sufficiently pmised, 
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for I am the poet, ilie poet of poets," &c. Such a 
huuger and thirst for t'faise ami for alms was 
never yet shown by a true poet — hy Klopatnck or 
\>y Goethe, to whose compauionsliip Count Platen 
has appointed himself, although any one cuii see 
that he jusily forms a triumvirate only with Aug, 
Wilhelm von Schlcjiel, and perhaps with Rnmler. 
■■ The great Ramler," as he was called in his own 
time, when he, without a laurel crown, it is true, 
but with all the greater cue and hair-bag, with 
his eyes raised to heaven, and witli a canvas 
umbrella under his arm, wandered scanning about 
in the Berlin Tliürgarlen, believed himself to be 
the representative of poetry on earth. His verses 
were the moat perfect in the German language, 
and his adorers, among whom even a Leasing 
went astray, believed that poetry could go no 
further. Such, at a late date, was almost the 
case with Aug, Wilhelm von Schlegel, whose 
poetical insufficiency became manifest as the lan- 
guage was more fully developed, so that many 
who onoe looked upon the singer of Arion as an 
Arion himself, now regard him merely as a schooU 
master of some ability. But whether Count Platen 
is as yet qualified to laugh at the otherwise really 
great Schlegel, as the latter once laughed at 
Ramler, I c»nnot take it on me to say. But this 
I do know, that they are all three on a par in 
poetry, and though Count Platen in his gazelles 
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diaplaya ever so exquisitely his juggling arts of 
balauoe, though he executes his egg-danca ever so 
admirably, and if he iu his plays even stands on 
his head, he is not for all that a poet^ Severe 
critics, who wear first-class spectacles, add their 
voice to this verdict, or express themäelves with 
more laconic significance. 

Everywhere in Platen's poems we see the 
ostrich, which only hides its head, the vain, weak 
bird, which has the most beautiful plumage, und 
yet cannot fly; and which, ever quarrelsome, 
stumbles along over the polemic sandy desert of 
literature. With bis fine feathers, without the 
power to soar, with his tine verse, without poetic 
flight, he is the very opposite to tlial eagle of eong 
who, with leas brilliant wings, atill rises to the 
sun. I must return to my old refrain ; Oount 
Platen is no poet. 

Two things are required of every poet; that 
there should be natural tones in his lyric poems, 
and characters in his epic or dramatic produc- 
tions. If he cannot legitimately establish liimself 
on these points, he must lose his title as poet, 
although all his other family papers and diplomas 
of nobility are in perfect ordur. I have no doubt 
thnt the last is the case with Count Platen, and I 
am convinced that he would only dei^n a smile of 
pitying sorrow to any one who should attempt to 
oast doubt on Lis title as Oount. But dare to so 
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much as level n couplet ai. his poetic title, and lie 
will at ouce set liiniself down and publish Qve-act 
satires agatiisi you. Fur the mora dubious aud un- 
certain their title to an honour may be, the more 
earnestly do nieu hold to it. Perhaps Count Platen 
would have been a poet bad he lived in auoiher 
age, and had he been, moreover, somebody else. 
The want of natural chords in the poems of the 
Count is the more touchiog from the fact that he 
lives in an age when he dare not ao much as name 
his real feelings, when the current morality whicli 
is so directly opposed to his love, even forbids him 
lu iipeuly express his sorrows, and when he must 
anxiously and painfully disyiiiao every sentiment 
(or fear of offending by so much as a single syllable 
the ear of the public as well as that of the " dis- 
dainful and beautiful one." This constant fear 
suppresses every natural chord in him — it con- 
demns him to metrically labour away at the 
feelings of other poets which have alreitdy passed 
muster as acceptable, and which must of necessity 
be used to cloak his own conceptions. It may be 
that wrong ia dune him when those who under- 
stand such unlbrtuuute situations assert that 
Count Plfiteu is desirous of allowing himself as 
OouQt in poetry and of holding in it to bis 
nobility, and that he consequently only expresses 
the feelings of such well-known families as have 
their sixty-foux descents. Had he lived in the 
VOU u. 9 
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days of the Roman Pythagoras, it may be that he 
would have expressed these feelings more openly 
and perhaps have passed for a true poet. Tlieu 
iiatural choids at least would not have been 
missed in liis lyric poems — albeit the want of 
characters in hia driimas must ever have re- 
mained, at least uutil lie chan^^ed his physical 
nature and became au altogether different man. 
The forms uf which 1 spealc are those indepen- 
dent creatures which spring ])erfect and fully 
armed from the creative power of the poet, as 
Fallas Athene spraug from the head of Kronion 
— living dream-forms whose mystic bivih stands, 
far more than is imagined, in active relation with 
the mental and moral nature of the poet — a 
spiritual production denied to the one who, a 
mere fruitless creature, vaoishes gazelle-like in 
hia windy weakness. 

These are, however, after all, only the private 
opinions of a poet, and tlieir importance depends 
on the degree of credit which is accorded them. 
But 1 cannot avoid mentioning that Count Platen 
has often assured the public that in days as yet 
to come he will compose the most remnrkable 
poetry, of which no one has as yet even a pre- 
sentiment; yes, and that he will publish Iliads 
and Odysseys and classic tragedies, and similar 
immortally colossal poems, after lie has toiled so 
or so many lustrums. Reader, you have perhaps 
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read some of these uutpourings of self-conscious- 
ness in his laborioiisly-liled verses, imd tliu pro- 
mise of such a glorious future was probably the 
pleasaDter to you when the Count at the same 
lime represented all the contemporary German 
poets, with the tixcepliuu of the aged Goethe, as 
a set of nasty wretches, who ouly stood in his 
way on the path to immortality, aud wlio were so 
devoid of shame as to pluck the laurels and the 
praise which of right belonged to him alone. 

I will pass over what I heard in Munich on 
this thi-me ; but for the sake of chronology 1 must 
mention that it was at this time that the King of 
Bavaria announced his intention of bestowing on 
some German poet a pension without any atten- 
dant official duties; an unusual example, which 
might have the happiest result on the entire lil&- 
lature of Germany. I was told 

But I will not quit my theme. I apuke of the 
vain boasting of Count Platen, who continually 
cried, " I am the poet, the poet of poets ! 1 shall 
yet write Iliads and Odysseys," &c., &c. I know 
not what the public thinks of such boasting, but 
I know right well what a poet thinks of them ^ — 



' There u« nut > few pMoagei here and there id oar nutlior'a 
wurlu 111 »hioh " thii good Huine " ii nut a wbit behind Plnten 
nt ttg&rdfl maklnjf & brkve sound in blowini^ bin uwd poeticftl 
trumpet ; wliicii, Wwavur, noilen theae pug» th« more BinuiUig. 
— AuCe hg I'raiufaUar. 
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t)iat is to Bay, a true poet, who has felt the ashanied 
Bweeluess and the secret trembling of pontry, and 
who, like a happy page wlio enjoys the secret 
favours of a priucess, most assuredly will not 
boast of them in the public market-place. 

Not unfrequently has the Count for thus puff- 
ing hitnself up been soundly taken down, yet, 
like Falstaff, he always knew how to excuse him- 
SL'ir. He has for such excuaea a useful talent, 
which is peculiarly his own, and one deserving 
special mention. It lies in tlii3, that Count 
Platen, who ia familiar with every failing in 
his own breaat, ia also quick at recognising the 
faintest trace of kindred fimlts in any great man, 
and is not less prompt, ou the strength of this 
elective affinity of vice, to institute a comparison 
between the other and himself. Thus, for instance, 
having observed that Siiakespeare'a sonnets have 
certain defects of his own, prnises Shakespeare, 
compares himself with him — and that is all which 
be has to say of liim. One tnight negatively write 
an apology for Count Platen, and asseit that he 
has not as yet developed this or that failing be- 
cause he has not as yet compared himself with 
this or that great man who has heen reputed guilty 
of them. Moat genial, however, and amazing did 
he sliow himself in the choice of one in whose 
life he discovered speeches void of modesty, and 
by whose example he faiu would lend a colour to 
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Lib own boasting. In fact, the words of this maa 
as establisbiog such a point have not been cited, 
for it was none other than Jesus Clirist hlin- 
Belf, who has hitherto always l)E!Qa taken for the 
pattern of meekness and liuuiility. Oluist once 
boasted 1 the most humble of mankind, and the 
more lmral)le — since he was the divinest ? Yes, 
what has escuped all theologians was discovered 
by Count Platen, tor he insinuates that Chriflt, 
when be stood before Pilate, was not humble nor 
did be answer humbly, for when the latter asked 
him, " Art thou the king of the Jews 7 " he an- 
swered, " Thou anyest it." And so, says be, the 
Count Platen, " I am he ; I am the poet i " What 
the fante of one wlio ecorned Christ never as yet 
effected was brought to pass by the exegesis of 
self-enamoured vanity, 

Aa we know what we should think when any 
one thus cries out without iniermission, "I am 
the poet!" so we also understand the al£uity 
which it has to the immensely remarkable poems 
which the Count, when he has attained due ripe- 
ness, intends to write, and whicli are to surpass 
in such an unheard-of manner all his pvevious 
performances. We know well enough that tlie 
later works of a true poet are no more superior to 
his first than the later children to which a woman 
gives birth are superior to her first-born, although 
the bearing them is easier. The lioness does not 
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first bring forth a puppy, then a hare, then a 
hound, and finally a lion. Madame Goethe, at 

her first birth, brought forth her young lion, and 
he in turn, at the Hret throw, gave us his lion of 
Berlicbingen. Even so did Schiller bring; forth 
hia "Robbers," whose claws at once showed the 
lion breed. At a later date catne the polish and 
refinement and finish in the " Natural Daughter" 
and the "Bride of Messina," It was not thus 
with Count Platen, who began with anxious and 
elaborate art, and of whom the poet sings — 

" Thou wlio from naught eo lightly didst advnnce, 
With tliy Bnioolh'liuked and lackere<l comitenniioe, 
Like lonie toy-puppet rieally caryed Irom cotlt." 

Yet should I speak out the very thought of my 
Eoul, I would confess that I by no means regard 
Count Platen as the extraordinary fool which 
one would take him to be from hia boasting 
and incessant burning of incense before hia own 
shrine. A little folly, it is well known, always 
accompanies poetry; but it would be terrible if 
Nature should burdeu a single man with such an 
incredible quantity of foLiy as would sufBce for a 
hundred poets, and give him therewith such an 
■□significant dose of poetry. I liave reason to 
suspect that the Count does not faelieve in his 
own boasting, and that he, poverty-stricken in 
life as in literature, is cocnpellcd in literature as 
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in life b^ the □>:Gds of the instant to be his own 
eelf-praisiug KufÜBiio.' Hence the phenomena of 
which one might say that they have rather a 
psychological than an easthetic interest; hence 
the joiot company of the moat lamentable som- 
nambulism of the soul and aßected excess of 
pride; hence the miserable little deeus with a 
speedy death and the threatened big deeds with 
their future immortality ; hence the high Hasliing 
beggarly pride, and the languishing slavish stibmis- 
siveness ; hence the unceasini; cry that " Cotla lets 
him starve," and again that " Gotta lets him starve," 
hence the paroxysms of Catholicism, &c., &c. 

Whether the Count is in eamtst with all his 
Catholicism is to me a matter of doubt. Nor do I 
know whether he has become specially Catholic, 
like certain of hia high-born friends. That he 
intended to do so first came to my knowledge 
from the public papers, wherein it was even 
stated tliat Count Platen was about to become a 
monk and retire to « monastery. Of course, when 
this news w&s heard in Munich, the pious chimea 
rang loudly in the hearta of hia friends. His 
poems were praised with K}p-ie Elemm und ffal- 
Ulujah in the priestly pupers. And quite as litUe 
was I astonished when the day before my depar- 
ture for Italy I learned from my friend. Doctor 
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Kolb, that Count Platen waa very inimically 
disposed towards me, and that be had already 
prepared my utter annihilation in a comedy, 
entitled " King (Edipug," which in Augsburg had 
got into the hauds of certain princes and counts, 
whose names I have either forgotten or shall 
forget. Others also told me that Count Platen 
hated me, aüsuiiiing the position of an enemy 
towards me ; and I would much prefer having it 
reported that Count Platen iiated me to my face, 
than that he loved me behind my hack. As fur 
the holy men whose holy hatred burat out at the 
same time against me, and whicli was inspired, 
not only by my anti-ccelihatic poems, but also by 
the "Political Annals" wiiich I then published, it 
is evident enough that I could only gain when it 
became n-vident enough that I was none of their 
party. And when 1 here intimate that nothing 
good is said of them, it does not follow that I 
speak evil of them. I am even of the opinion 
that they, purely out of love for what ia good, 
seek to weaken the words of the Evil One by 
pious deception and by slander pleasing to the 
Lord. Those good people who, in Munich, pre- 
sented themselves publicly as a con<^regatiou, have 
been foolishly honoured with the title of Jesuits, 
They are in faith no Jesuits, or they would have 
seen, for example, tlmt of all men, 1 — one of the 
bad — least understand the literary alchemic art, 
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by which, as in a mental miot, I strike dncate out 
of my euemies, aod that in such a manner that I 
retain the ducats wliile my foes gel the blows. 
They would liave seen, too, that such blows, with 
their impreasions, lose nothing of their value, even 
when the name of the mint-master is worn tiway, 
and that a wretched criminal does not feel the 
lash the less severely, though the hangman who 
lays it on be declared diahonourahle. But — and 
this is the chief poiut — they would have seen that 
a alight jirepossession for the anti-aristocratic Voss, 
and a tew merry vergings towards jokes on the 
Virgin Mary.* for which they pelted me with 
filth and stupidity, did not proceed from any 
anti-Catholic zeal. In truth they are no Jesuits, 
but only mixtures of filth and of stupidity, whom 
I am no more callable of hating, than I do a 
manure waggon and the oxen which draw it, and 
who, with all their eSbrta, only reach the very 
opposite of what they intended, and can only 
bring me to this point, that I show them how 
Protestant I am ; that I exercise my good Pro- 
testani right to its fullest extent, and swing 
around the good Protestant battle-axe with a 
right good will. To win over the multitude, they 
may have the old women's tales of my unbelief 
repeated by their poet laureate as mucli as they 
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pleaae, but by the well-known blows they shall 
recognise the fellow- believer with Luther, Lessiiig. 
end Voss. Of course I could not swing the old 
axe with the eamestnesa of these heroes, for I 
burst into laughter at the siglit of such enemies, 
and I have a bit of the Eulenspiege] nature in me, 
and love a seasoning of jokes ; and yet I would 
not rap those manure oxen less soundly although 
I lieforL'hand wreathe my axe with smiling flowers. 
But I will not wander from my subject, I be- 
lieve that it was about the time in question that 
the King of Bavaria, from the motives alluded to, 
gave to Count Platen an annual pension of six 
hundred florins, and that, indeed, not from the 
public treasury, but from his own royal private 
purse, this beiug requested by the Count as au 
especial favour. I mention this circumstance, 
triflin:.' as it seems (since it characterises the casle 
of ihe Count), for the benefit of tlie investigator 
into the secrets of Nature, and who perhaps studies 
the aristocracy. Everything is of importance to 
science, and let him who would reproach me for 
devoting myself too seriously to Count Platen go 
to Paris, and see with what care the accurate, 
exquisite Cuvier, in iiis lectures, describes the 
fllihiest insect even to the minutest paniculars, 
I even regret that 1 cannot more accurately deter- 
mine tiie date of tliose six bundled and forty 
tluriua ; but this much I know, that it was eubse- 
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quest to the composition of " King (Eiiipus," and 
tliat the play would not bave been so biting if its 
author had had something more to bite. 

It was in North Germany, where I was suddenly 
called by the deatli of my father, that I first re- 
ceiverl the monstrous creation which had finally 
crept from the great egg over which our beauti- 
fully-plumed ostrich had so long brooded, and 
which had bean greeted long in advauce by the 
night-owls of the congregation wiiii pious croaking, 
and by the noble peacocks with joyful spread- 
ing of plumes. It was to be at least a destroying 
basilisk. Dear reador, do you know what the 
legend of the basili'ik is? People say that when 
a male bird lays an egg after the manner of the 
female, that a poisonous creature ts hatched from 
it, whose breath poisons the air, and which can 
only be destioyed by holding a mirror before it, in 
which case it dies from terror at its own ugliness.' 

Sacred sorrows, which 1 would not profane, 
first permitted me, two months later, when visil- 
in*j the watering-ilace Heligoland, to read " King 
Qüdipus," and tliere, raised to a lofiy state of mind 
by the cotitinnal aspect of the great, bold sea, the 

' DemoDB were incieiitl; siippneed to hnvu a gntt airet. 
flion ioT tbeir <jwn likeneuiet, hence iiua^ci of them were plamd 
in public buildings in Ansyria to drive them aws}>, (TiJa 
L^ni^nnnnt. Magir CKaldaimnt, p. 51.) Tba «u probably the 
teuoD wb; fonni of deriU and goblina abcmiid in Gothic an^i- 
hsoture. — Tran dator. 
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petty, narrow thoughts, and the literary botching 
of the high-born writer were to nie visible enouga 
I saw him at length in that master-work exactly 
aa he is, with all his blooming decay, all his 
copiousness of want of spirit, all liis vain imagin- 
ings without imagination^ — a writer, forced with- 
out force, piqued without being piquaiU, a dry, 
watery soul, a dismal debauchee. Tliis troubadour 
of misery, weakened in body and iu soul, sought 
Lo imitate the most powerful, the richest in fauey, 
and most brilli.iut poets of the young Grecian 
world! Nothing is really more repulsive than 
this craniii-racked inability, which would fain pufl 
itself up into the likeness of bold strength, these 
wearily-collected invectives, foul with the mouldi- 
ness of ancient spite, and this painfully-laboured 
imitation of delirious raj-ture, trembling through- 
out at syllables and tri&es. As a matter of course, 
there is nowliere in the Counl's work the trace of 
an idea of a deep world-annihilation such as lies 
darkling at t!ie base of every Ai istophanlc comedy, 
and from which the latter shoots like a phantascio 
ironic magic tree, rich in the blooming garniture 
of flowers of thought, bearing amid its branches 
nests of singing nightingales and capering apea. 
Such an idea, with tlie death merriment and the 
lireworks of destruction which it involves, cannot, 
of course, be anticipated fcom the poor Counts 
The central point, the first and last idea, ground, 
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and aim of hie so-called comedy, consists, as in 
the " Mysterious and Terrible Fork," of petty lite- 
rary managing ; the poor Count indeed could only 
imitate a few of the external traits of Aristophanes 
— the dainty verses and the vulgar worda I say 
vulgar Wötda, not wishing to use any vulgar ex- 
pression myself. Like a brawling women, he casts 
whole Sower-puts of abuse on the heads of the 
Geiman poets. I heartily forgive the Count his 
spite, but he should have guarded against a few 
oveisigbts. But the indelicate wretch! he tells 
the public without restrve that we poets in North 
Germany have all " the itch, giving us cause, alas I 
to use a salve, in filthy scent peculiarly rich." 
The rhyme is good ; but ho handles Immermann 
the most rudely. He did not even spare Houwald, 
that good suul, soft-hearted as a maiden ; ah ! per- 
haps it is on account of this gentle womau-likeness 
ihat a Platen bales him. MUlluer, whom he, as 
be says, " long since by real wit laid low, deprived 
of force," rises again like a dead man from the 
grave. Child and cbild'e child are not spared iu 
their righta Riiupach is a Jew — 

"The email Jew caukeT-worro, 
Who uow BS Raupoch holds an high hii noae."* 

' Who scrawls tragedy in siokly, drunken head- 
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aches." Far worse does it fare with the " Baptized 
Heine." ■ Yea, yes, reader, you are not mistaken; 
it is I of wlioifl he speaks, and in "Kiiii-ffidipus" 
you may read liow I am a rerti Jew ; how I, after 
writinj: love-souga for a few hours, sit me down 
and clip ducats ; how I on the Sabbath higgle and 
trade like some long-bearded Moses and slug ihe 
Talmud; how I on £aster-iiight slay a Chriutian 
youth, and out of malice choose some unfortunate 
writer for the purpose. No, dear reader, 1 will 
not tell you lies, such a^lmirably-painted pictures 
are not to be found in " Kii;g CEdipus," and the fact 
that they are not there is the very thing which I 
blame. Count Platen has sometimes the beat sub- 
jects and does not know how to treat tliem. If 
he had only been gifted with a little more imagiua- 
tion, he would have shown me up at least as a 
secret pawnbroker, and what comic scenes he might 
then have sketched ! It really vexes me when 1 
see how the poor Count suffers every opportunity 
to be witty to escape him. How gloriously he 
could have represented Raupach as a tragedy- 
Rolhschild, from whom the royal theatres get 
their loans 1 By slightly modifying the plot of 
the fable, he might have made fai better use of 
(Edipus himself, the liero of liis play. Again, I 
lio not tind it politic in the Couut that he assures 
ua in bis comedies that he has " real wit." Or is 
he working to bring about the startling and uu- 
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precedented effect aa a coup de theatre of making 
the public coiitinunlly expect wit, which after all 
will not appear ? Or does he wish to eucoun^e 
the public to look for the leal secret wit in the 
play, the whole affair being a game at blind-maii'a 
buff, ill which the Plateuic wit is so shrewd as not 
to suffer iteelf to be caught ! It is probably for 
this veaEon that the public, which is uccustomed 
to lauyh at comedies, is so sulemu and sad over 
the Platen pieces ; in vain it hunts for the hidden 
wit and caniiot Sod it; in vain the hidden wit 
Eqneaks out " Here I am," and again more clearly 
" Here I am, here I am indeed ! " — all is of uo avail. 
the public is dumb, and makes a solemn face. 
But I, who know where the joke really lies, have 
laughed from uiy heart as 1 detected the meaning 
of ■' the Count- like imperious poet, who veils him- 
self in an aristocratic nimbus, who boasts that 
every breath which passes liis teeth is a crnshing 
to fraguieats," and who saya to all the Qernian 
poets — 

" Yea, like to Nero, I would ;e bad bat one liead, 
That by ont blow uf wit I iniglit decapitat« it," 

The verse is incorrect. But the hidden joke 
consists in this, that the Count really wishes that 
we were all out and out Neros, and he, on the 
contrary, our single dear friend, Pythagoras. 

Perhaps I will, for the beucüt of the County yet 
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praise many a hidden jest of his up into notice; 
but since lie in his "King CEilipus" has touched 
me on my teaderest point — for what oan be dearer 
to me than my Christianity ? — it should not ba 
blamed in nie if I, yieliiing to human weakness, 
honour tlie CEdipus, this ■' great deed in words," 
less fervently than the earUer works of ita com- 
poser. 

Meanwhile, true merit never misses its reward, 
aud the author uf the (Edipus will prove to be no 
exception to the rule, though be has here, as every- 
where, yielded entirely tu the interest of his noble 
and spiritual bum-baLli£fs.* Ay, there is a very 
old tradition amon^' the races of the East and of 
the West, that every good or bad deed has its 
direct consequences for the doer. And the day 
will come when they will come — get ready, I beg 
you, reader, for a Houriah of the pathetic and the 
terrible combined — liie day will come when they 
will rise from Tiirtarua, " the Eumeuides," the ter- 
rible daughters of Night. By the Styx ! — and by 
tliis oath we gods never swore falsely — the day 
will come when they will appear, the gloomy, 
primtevally just sisters, and they will appfar with 
counteuancea serpent- locked and glowing with 
rage, with the same scuurges uf stuikes with which 
they once scourged Orestes, the uimaturai ainner, 
who murdered his mother, the Tyndarideau Cly- 
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tasmnestra. It may be that even now the Count 
hears the serpents' liiaa; I bc^ you, reader, just 
at tiiia insttint to think of the Wolf's Itn^'ino and 
the Samiel music ; periiaps even now ihe secret 
fihudder of the situier seizes on the Count, henven 
grows dark, night-birds cry, distant thunders roll, 
lightning flashes, there is a smell of burning rosiu, 
, -^woe ! woe ! the illustrious ancestors rise from 
their graves, they cry three and four times " Woe I 
woe I" over their wretched descendant, they con- 
jure him to don their breeches of iron mail to 
protect himself from the terrible lashes — tor the 
Eumenides intend slaahing iiim with them — the 
eerpents of the scourge will ironically solace them- 
Belves with him, and like lascivious King Ilodrigo, 
when he was shut i[i the Tower of Serpents, the 
poor Count will at last whimper aud wail — 

"Ah ! lliey'rc bitiiig ; ah ! they're biting 
Tlittt «nh wliicli I cliielly siiiiicJ 1" 



Be not nlarmed, dear reader, 'lis all a joke! 
These terrible Eumenides ore nothing but a merry 
coraedy, which I, after a few lustiuras, iiiteud 
writing under this title, and the tragic verses 
which just now frightened you so much, are to 
be fuund in the joUiest book in Iho world, iu " Don 
Quixote de la Mancha," where an old respectable 
lady in waiting recites them before all the court. 
I see that you're smiling again. Let u^ take leave 

TOL. n. Q 
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of each other merty and laughing] If this last 
clmpler is tiresome, it is owing to the subject; 
besides, it was written rather for profit thaa for 
pleasure, and if I bave succeeded in making a 
new fool (it for use in literature, the Fatherland 
owes tne thanks. I have made a field capable 
of cultivation, on which more gifted authors will 
BOW and harvest The modest consciousoess of 
this merit is my best reward. To such kings 
as are desirous of presenting me, over and above 
this, with snufT-boxes for my deserts, I would 
remark that the book firm of " Hoffmann & 
Canipe," in Hamburgh, are authorised to receive 
Buything of the Bort on my account.^ 



' Written io ths latter part oi the aotQinD of 1829, 
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THE CITY OF LUCCA. 

"I niiut iItiiji laugh at the EDgHeh, wh" judge tbia thtir 
•econd pout — sinco after Sliakeipenre Byron bean Iho palm — 
in euch miscr&bte, pettjaoiiled manner, because lia mucked 
their pedantry, would Dot adapt himself to their Bmall prorincial 
WAy^, or share their cold belief. Their sobriety revolted him, 
and he bevalted their pride and hjpocriiiy. Many craia them 
•elve« when thoy «peak of him, and STen the womfo, though 
their cheeks glow nith enlhuBiasm when they rend liim, pablicly 
ipeak withioal against their >ecrEt favourite," — LtUa-tbya Deail 
iffin. a Fratpnentary Diary in Enylanjl, Munich, iSjO. 

"Th= City ol Lucca," which \a eoDQected with "The Bntlia 
of Lucca," and which w.-ia written Dt the same time, is not given 
here by any meana as n pictui« by itaelf, but as the conclusion 
tl a period of life correrponding with that of one of tha woild's. 



CHAPTER L 

Natdrb around us acta upon man — why not 
tnaa upon the Nature which encircles him ? In 
Italy she is passionate, like the people who live 
there ; with us in Germany she is more solemn, 
reflective, and patient. Was there once a time 
when Nature had, like man, a deeper life I Tha 
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force of soul in Orpheus, says the legend, could 
move trees and rocks by hia inspired rliymes. 
Could the like be done now ? Man and Nature 
have become phlegmatic, and stare gaping at 
each other. A royal Prussian poet will never, 
with tlie cords of his harp, set the Tempelower 
Hill or the Berlin lindens to dancing. 

Nature has also her history, and it is an 
altogether different Natural History from that 
which is taught in schools. Let one of those 
grey old lizards which have dwelt for centuries 
in the rocky crevices of the Apennines be ap- 
pointed as an altogether extraordinary professor' 
at one of our Universities, and we should learn 
from him sonic very extraordinnry things. But 
the pride of certain gentlemen of the legal faculty 
would rebel against such an appointment One 
of them already cherishes a secret jealousy of the 
poor puppy, Fido Savnnl, fearing lest he may 
displace him iu erudite fetching and carrying, 

The lizards, with their cuuning little tails and 
bright crafty eyes, have told me wonderful things 
SB I clambered along among the cliffs of the 



■ An "eitntordin«7 profemor" at k Germao TTniretstty U 
nut, u might ba luppofsd from tba name, one pre-emineat 
in dignllf or diitinguiihed by very rcmnrkiLble (]uiililicatii>nx> 
Ho ia, on the coDlrarj', n torC of breveted ptofessor, awaiting 
hii promotlDQ Lo ■ regular appointment In orüiuarj. — ti'ali by 
I'ranjiaWr. 
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Apennines, Truly there are tbiDgs between 
heaven nnd earth which not only onr philo- 
swplicrs, but even our commonest blockhead« 
have not comprehended. 

Tha lizards have told me that there is a legend 
RiuDDg the fitooes thnt God will yet become a 
stone to reilcem ihem from their torpid motion- 
leag condition. Ona old lizard was, however, of 
the opinion that ihia stone-iitcamation will uot 
take place until God shall have changed himself 
juto every variety of animal and plant, and have 
redeemed them. 

But few stones have feeling, and they only 
breathe in the moonlight; but these few which 
realise their condition are fenrtully miserable.* 
The trees are better off; they can weep. But 
ntiimals are the most favoured, for they can epcak. 



* Tbis puga^ nJatiTe ta tha fueling and life of atonci, 

Appears to havo been BUg^sted Ly Lhat Atrongeat ot Btran^ 
l>iclis. ÄHlhrapodctaui Pliitanieui ; A M'orld-ßcicy-iplioa iif all 
A'nuft of Wondn-/iit Mett, bj M. Johanttt« Pruftoriua. Mag- 
ftrburg, 1666. Heine wm very familiar nith thii wuclt, and 
citca it ftequenll.v in hi» "Gennany." 

"Stoaea have bciiy; {i.e., existeaca or lile), but lliey do not 
ftd. Mora odtanceii »re herbs and ihrul», tor they live yet do 
not (eel. Yba, tbcy lire, but it [■ not Willi a real iodI, but by 
bloommi; and grceniii;. Hence St Fuul saya, 'Tbou tool, what 
tbuu Kot doca Dot lire unlpBi it ünt perish.' And aa ore liie 
eUmci, but Ibey do not lire, and >o ate the abiuba, which llva 
ytt da not feci. More advanced are the unreacaofng animala 
wbich tivi! and feel, yet caunut underaliind. . . . Animal« bava 
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each after it3 mauaer, aad mau the best of all. 
At some future time, after all the world has 
beeu redeemed, then all created things will speak, 
as in those primeval times of wldch poets siDg, 

Tlie lizards are an ironic race, and love to 
quiz other animals. But they were so meek anJ 
submissive to me, and sighed with such honour- 
able earnestness as they told me stories of 
Atlantis, which I some day will write out for 
the pleasure and profit of the world. It went 
60 to my very soul among those little creatures 
who guard tiie secret annals of Nature. Are 



not louli. but they a.a apeak and Isngli like men" (Chapter 
XIV^ Of Men vAo Zii« in lAe Octnii). 

Caidana« alio writes : " Uia aufnn jirotatur, lapidet no» 
taiitvat tivert, ud rfiam tTttdligrre. Lapida d Imnci mnt, qui 
hoe ertdunt." The Buns belief occBn iu Cburth legendi, e.g., 
thnt when the bliod Bede preiu:li<:i! to the atanei, uid ended 
with, "Omnia sceitja Sfcii/umm.'* thty all cried out, "Atofn, 
rmeralllii paler/" I'rom which It »ppeors llmt thej klio 
undentiiDd Latin. 

In referenee to the passage, " thU atone -inomiktiüD vrÜ] not 
take place until God shall have changed himielf into ever; 
raricty o[ nnimal and plant," It nia; be obaerired that it tvai an 
□Id Clialdaic cunception that God took the forms of all tbs 
animals pair by pair and thus originated them, 

Pnelorius a»ert« cDcclively, aa Hbloe doei, that there an 
degree« from vitalily, ot ieten, to (eeliag, Oeitl and Scde. This 
woa alio tnnght by Schubert, who was. i( I mistake not, 
teacher of Natural History at the University at Munich while 
Heins lived there. Lciuglellow mLkea aome fun of it in "Hy- 
perion." Schubert's views are set forth in a book entitled 
Oaehidilt dtr Sctle. 
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^^F tliey perhaps enchanted families of priests, like ^H 
^^M those of ancient Egypt, wlio, prying into the ^H 
^^M Becrets of Nature, dwelt amid labyrinthine rocky ^| 
^H grottoes? And we see on tlieir little heads, ^H 
^^M bodies, and tails just such wondrous characters ^H 
^^M and signs as in the Egyptian hieroglyphic caps ^H 
^^M &üd garments of the hierophants.* ^H 
^^M My little friends also taught ms a language of ^H 
^^1 signs, by means of which I could converse with ^| 
^^V silent Kature. This often cheered my soul, ^| 
^^1 especially towards evening, when the mountains ^H 
^^1 were veiled in fearful pleasant shadows, and the ^H 
^^M waterfalls roared, and every plant sent forth its ^H 
^^m perfume, and hurried lightnings twitched hither ^H 
^^1 and thither. ^H 
^H Kature ! thou dumb maiden I well do I ^| 
^H understand thy summer lightning, that vain ^| 
^H effort at epeech which convulses thy lovely ^M 
^H countenance, and thou movest me so deeply that ^H 
^B I weep. But then thou understandest me also, ^H 
^H and thou art glad and smilest on me with thy ^| 
^H golden eyes. Beautiful one, I understand thy ^| 
^H stars and thou undcrstandest my tears ! ^H 


^^H ' In TosCBii}' the tail at & lizud, but eapecially a lizard wilh ^^| 
^^H twu Uili, ii believed to be ft püirarlul Bmnlet nut only agatuit ^^| 
^^B Uarcetj, bat u conltirriDg intulligeuce uid wlsdusu — Traiulatar. ^^^ä 
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"NoTTllKC in tlic irorld will go backward?,* said 
an old lizard to me. " Everylhirg puslies ou- 
«ards, and finally there will be a grand advance 
in all Nature. The etooos will become plants, 
the plants animals, tlie animals human beings 
and human beings gods." 

"But," I cried, "■what will become of those 
good folks, the poor old gods ? " 

"That will all armnge itself, good friend," 
replied he. "Piobal-ly tbty will abdicate or be 
placed in some honourable way or other on the , 
retired list." 

I learned many another secret from my hiero- 
glyph-skinned nalural philosopher, but I gave 
hiin my word of honour to reveal nothing. I 
now know more than Schelling nnd Hegel. 

"What do ]ou think of these two?" once 
iniiiircd of me the old lizard with a scornful 
snide, ns I chanced to mention their names. 

"When we reli»-ct," I replied, " that they are 
merely men and not lizards, we should be 
amazed at their knowledge. At bottom they 
tench one and the siime doctrine, the Philosophy 
Ol Identity, which you so well know, but differ 
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in their manner of representation. When Hegel 
Bets forth the principles of liia philosophy, one 
imagines that lie sees thuso neat figures which 
an expert echootmaster knows liow to form hy 
en artistic combination of all manner of numbers, 
60 that a common observer only sees in them the 
superficial — tlie house, or boat, or absolute soldier 
formed from tlie figures, while a reflecting school- 
boy rather sees in the picture the solution of a 
deep problem in arithmetic. But what Schclling 
gives rctniods U3 of tiioao Indian images of 
beasts which are formed themselves by bold 
combinations from other beasts, serpents, birds, 
elephants, and similar material. This sort of 
lepresentütion is tar mora agreeable, cheerful, 
and causes warmer throbbings of the heart. All 
lives in it, while the abstract Hegelian ciphers 
stare at us, on the coutrary, so grey, so cold oud 
de id." 

" Good, good ! " replied the old lizard. " I see 
what you mean ; but teil me, have these philo- 
eopliers many auditors ? " 

I explained to him how, in the learned cara- 
vanserai at Berlin, the " camels " assemble around 
the fountain of Hegelian wisdom, kneel down to 
be loaded wilh precious fikins, and then wend 
their way on through the sandy deserts of the 
Mark. I further described to him how the 
aiodem Athenians crowded to the well of the 
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epiritual wisdom of Sclielling as though it were 
tlio beat of beer, the lush of life, the swizzle of 
immortality. 

The littie natural philosopher paled with all 
the yellowneaa of envy as he heard that hia 
colleagues had such a run of customers, and he 
vexediy asked, " Which of the two do you regard 
as the greater ? " " Tliat," I replied, " is as diffi- 
cult to answer as though you had inquired of me 
if the Schechner were greater than the Sunday, 
and I think " 

"Tkinkl" cried the lizard, in a sharp aristo- 
cratic tone, indicating the very intensity of slight 
— " Tfiink/ who among you thinks t My wise 
gentleman, for some three thousand years I have 
devoted myself to investigating the spiriLual 
functions of animals, with especial regard to 
men, monkeys, and snakes as objects of study. 
I have expended as much untiring industiy on 
these curious beings aa Lyonnet on caterpillars, 
and as a result of ali my observations, experi- 
aientSjBnd anatomical comparisons, I can plainly 
assure that no human being thinks; only once 
in a while something occurs to a man, or cornea 
into his head, and these altogether unintentional 
accidents they call thoughts, while the stringing 
them together they call thinking. But in my 
name you may deny it; no man thinks, no 
philosopher thinks, neither Schelling nor Hegel 
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thinks ; and as Tor all tlieir philosopliy, it is empty 
air and water, like the clouds of heaven. I have 
Been myriads of such clouds, proud and confident, 
sweepiug their course above me, and the next 
iDomiu^'s sun dissolved them again into their 
primeval nothingness. There is but oiie true 
philosophy, and that is written in eternal hiero- 
glyphs on my own tail." 

With tiieae words, which were spoken with 
disdainful pathos, the old lizard turned his hack 
on me, and as he slowly wriggled away, I saw on 
liim the most singular characters, which iu varie- 
gated significance spread at length over hia 
entire taih 



CHAPTER III. 

Tii£ dialo^e detailed in the previous chapter 
took place between the Baths of Lucca and the 
city of that name, not far Trom the great chest- 
nut tree whose wild green twigs overshadow the 
brook, and ia the vicinity of an old white-bearded 
goat who dwelt there as b hermit. I was on the 
way to Lucca, to visit Franccsca and Matilda, 
whom I WU3 to meet there, as agreed on ei<jht 
days before. But I had gone thither in vain 
tlie first time, and now I was once more on the 
road. I went on foot tl^'ou^Jh beautiful moun- 
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tain tracts and groves, where the gold oranges, 
like day-atürs, abone out from tlie dark green, 
and where g.irlauds of grape-vines iu festal 
drapery spread along for leagues, The whole 
country is there as garden-lil^e and adorned as 
Iho rural sccues depicted in our tlieatres, even 
the peasanta resemhliiig those gay figures which 
di^light us as a sort of singing, smiling, and 
dancing stage ornament. No Philistine facca 
anywhere. And if there are riiiiialines here, 
they are at least Italian orange- Pi lilislines, and 
not the plump, heavy German potato-Philistines. 
The people are picturesque and ideal as their 
country, and every man among them has such 
an individual expression of countenance, and 
knows how to set forth his personality in gestures, 
fold of the clonk, and, if needful, iu ready hand- 
ling of his kniTe. With us, on the contrary, one 
fees nothing hut mere men with universally 
eimilar countenances J when twelve of them are 
together they make a round dozen, and if any 
one attacks them they cail for the police. 

I wns struck in the Luccan district, as in 
other parts of Tuscany, with the great felt hats 
with long waving ostrich plumes worn by the 
women; and even the girls who plaited straiv 
had these heavy coverings for tlie head. The 
men, on the contrary, generally wear a light 
etraw hat, and young fellows receive ihcm as 
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presents from gitls who liave braided ^itb tliem 
their love thoughts, and it may be many a sigli 
besides. So sat Fiancesca once among tlic j^irls 
and 6owers of the Val d'Arno, weaving a hat for 
her Caro Cecco, and kissing every straw tis sha 
took it, trilling at times lier pretty " Occhie, Sidle 
mortale;" the curly-Jocked bead which after- 
wards wore it so prettily is now tonsured, and 
the hat itself hangs, old and worn-out, in tba 
corner oE a gloomy abbiS's cell in Bologna. 

I am one of tliat class who are always taking 
shorter cuts than those given by the regular 
highway, and who in consequence are oftun 
bewildered in narrow, woody, and rocky paths. 
That happened to me during my walk to Lucca, 
and I was beyond question twice as long on the 
journey as any ordinary high-road traveller would 
have been. A sparrow, of whom I inquired tho 
way, chirped and chii-ped, and could give mo no 
correct information. Perhnps he did not know 
himself. The butterflies and dragon-fliea, who 
sat on great flower-bells, would not throw mo a 
word, fluttering away even before my question 
was asked, and the (lowers shook their Boundless 
bell-heada. Often tlie wild myrtles awakened 
me, tittering with delicate voices from afar. 
Then I hurriedly climbed the highest crags, and 
cried, " Ye clouds of heaven ! sailora of the air ! 
which is the way to Francesca ? Is she in 
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Lucca ? Tell me whnt she does ? What is slia 
(iancing T Tell me all, and when ye have told 
me, tell me it once again i " 

In such excesses of folly it was natural enough 
that a solemn eagle, wakened by my cry from hia 
solitary dreania, siiould have gazed on mo with 
contemptuous displeasure. But I willingly for- 
gave hino ; for he had never seen Francesca, and 
could in coiisequence sit so sublimely on hia firm 
rock, and gaze so free of soul at heaven, or atare 
with such impertinent calmness down on me. 
Such an eagle has such an insupportably proud 
glance, and looks at one as though he would say, 
"What sort of a bird art l/iout Knowest thou 
not that I am as much of a king as I was in 
those heroic days when I bore Jupiter's tlurndtirs 
and adorned Napoleon's banners ? Art thou a 
learned parrot, who hast learned the eld aonga all 
by heart, and pedantically repeats them ? Or a 
sulky turtle-dove, who feels beautifully and cooa 
miserably 1 Or an almaoack nightingale / ' Or 
a gander who has seen better days, and whose 
ancestors saved the Capitol ! Or an altogether 
servile farmyard cock, around whose neck, out of 
irony, men hang my image in miniature, the 
emblem of bold Sight, and who for tliat reason 
spreads himself, and struts as though he himself 



AlmanaehiKaeh ligoB^ 



THK CITY OP LUCCA. 



'SS 



were a veritable eagle ? " But you know, reacler, 
how little cause I have to feel injured when an 
eiigle thinks so of me. I believe that the glance 
which I cast at him whs even prouder than his 
own, and if he took the trouble to inquire of the 
first laurel in hb way, he now knowa who I am. 
I had really lost my way m the mountains as 
the twilight sbadowa began to fall, as the forest 
Bongs grew silent, and as the trees rustled more 
solemnly. A sublime tranquillity and an inex- 
pressible joy swept like tlie breath of God through 
the changed silence. Here and there beautiful 
dark eyes gleamed up at me from the ground, 
disappearing in the same instant. Delicate 
whispers played with my heart, and invisible 
kisses merrily swept my cheek. The evening 
crimson hung over the hills like a royal mantle, 
and the last sun-rays lit up their summits till 
they seemed like kings with gold crowns on their 
heads. And I stood like an Emperor of the 
■\Vorld, among these crowned vassals, who io 
silence did uie homa^'e. 
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CHATTER IV. 



I DO not know if the monk who met me not Tar 
from Lucca is a pious man. But I know that 
his aged body hides, poor and bnre, in a coarse 
gown year out and year in ; his torn sandals do 
not sufficiently protect his feet when he climbs 
the locks through bush and thora, that he may, 
when far up there, console the sick or teach 
children to pray; and ho is content if any one, 
for his pains, puts a piece of bread in his bag, 
and lets him have a little straw to sleep on. 

" Against tluit man I will write nothing," said 
I to myself. " When I am again at home in 
Germany, sitting at ease in my great arm-chair 
by a crackling stove, by r good cup of tea, 
well fed and warm, and writing against Catho- 
lic priests, I wili write nothing against that 
man " 

To write against Catholic priests one must 
know their faces. But the original faces are 
only to be found in Italy. The German Catholic 
priests and monks are only bad imitations, often 
mere parodies of tlie Italian, and a comparison 
of the two would be like comparing Eoman or 
Florentine pictures of the saints with the scare- 
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crow, pious caricatures which come from Iha 
blockhead bourgeois pencil of some Nuremberg 
to wn-pn inter, or were born of the blessed sim- 
pHcity of some soul-borer, who owes hia dreary 
existeuce to the long-haired Christian New Ger- 
man school. 

The priests in Italy have long settled down 
into harmony with public opinion ; tha people 
there are go accustomed to distinguish between 
clerical dignity and priests without dignity, tlmt 
they can honour the one even whi?n they despise 
the other. Even the contrast which the idual 
duties and requirements of the spiritual condition 
form with the unconquerable demands of sensuous 
niiture — that infinitely old, eternal conflict be- 
tween the spirit and matter — makes of the Italian 
priest a standing character of popular bunioiu- in 
Batires, songs, and novels. Similar phenouiL-na 
are to be found all the world over where there ia 
a like priestly rank, as, for instance, in Uinilo- 
Btan. In the comedies of this primcvally pious 
land, as we have remnrked in the Sacuntala, and 
find confirmed in the more recently trnuslnted 
Vasanfaxna, a Brahmin always plays the comic 
pnrt, or, as we might aay, the priest-harlequin, 
without the leost disturbance of the reverence 
due to his sacrificial functions and his privdegcd 
Loljnesa — as little, in fact, as an Italian would 
experience in hearing of mass or confession to a 
VOL. II. k 
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priest wliom lie had found the day before tipsy 
in the mud of the street In Germany it is 
diflereut; there the Catholic priest will not only 
set forth his dignity by his ofBce, hut also his 
office by his person ; and because he perhaps ia 
the beginning was in earnest with his calling, 
and subsequently found that his vows of chastity 
and of poverty conflicted somewhat with the old 
Adam, he will not publicly violate them (particu- 
larly lest by 80 doing he might lay himself open 
to our frieud Krng of Leipsig), and so endeavoura 
to assume at least the appearance of a holy life. 
Hence sham holiness, hypocrisy, and the gloss of 
outside piety among German priests, while with 
the Italians the mask 13 more transparent, mani- 
festing also a certain plump, fat irony, and a 
digestion oE the world passing right comfortably. 
But what avail such general reflections ? They 
would be of but little use to yow, dear reader, if 
you had a desire to write against the Catholic 
priesthood. To do this, one should see with hia 
own eyes the faces thereunto pertaining. Of a 
truth it is not enough to have seen them in the 
royal ofiera-house in Berlin. The last bead- 
manager did his best to make the coronation 
array in the Maid of Oileans true to life, to give 
his fellow-coimtrymen an accurate idea of a 
procession, and to show them priests of every 
colour. But the most accurate costumes cannot 
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supply the original countenances, and though an 
extra huudred thousand dollars should be fooled 
away (or gold mitres, festooned surplices, em- 
broidered chasubles, and similar stuff, still tha 
cold reasoning Protestant nosea which come pro- 
testiug out from benealh the mitres aforesaid, 
the lean meditative legs which peop from under 
the white lace of the surplices, and the enlight- 
ened bellies, a world too wide for the chasubles, 
would all remind one of us that it was not 
Catholic cler;jymen, but Berlin worldlings which 
wander over the ataga 

I have often reflected whether the chief stage- 
manager would not have succeeded better, and 
have brought more accurately before our eyes 
the idea of a procession, if he had had the priestly 
parts played, not by the ordinary supernume- 
raries, but by those Protestant clergymen of the 
theological faculty who know how to preach ao 
orthodoxically in the Church Journal and from 
the pulpit against "reason," "worldly lusts," 
"Gesenius," and "devil-dom." We should then 
have seen faces whose priestly stamp would have 
corresponded far more illusively with the part. 
It is a well-known observation that priests, all 
the world over, whether Rabbis, Muftis, Domini- 
cans, Councillors of the Cousiatory, Popes, 
Bonzes, — in short, the whole diplomatic corps 
of the Lord, have a certain family likeness in 
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their hrxa, such as ws itra accustomed to find 
in thoae wlio follow the same trade. Tailors 
in every quarter of the globe Lave weak lega, 
butchers and soldiers all have a tierce colour 
and style, and the Jews have their own peculiar 
hoiioarabla expression, not because they spring 
from Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob, but because 
they are huaiiieas men, and the Frankfort Cliria- 
tinn shopman looks as much like a Frankfort 
Jewish shopman as one rotten ^g looks like 
another. And the spiritual shop-people, such aa 
get their living by the religion business, also 
acquire by it a resemblance in countenance. Of 
course cert.iin shades of difTcreiice result from llie 
manner and fashion in which they do business. 
The Catholic priest manages it like it clerk 
who has a place in an extensive establishment. 
The firm of the Church, at whose head is the 
Pope, gives him a regular occnpation and a 
regular salary; he works leisurely or lazily, like 
every man who is not in business on his own 
Dceount, and has many fellow-labourers, and who 
escapes observation among the multitude; only 
he has the credit of the house at heart, and still 
more its permanence, since by a bankruptcy he 
would lose his means of support. The Protes- 
tant clergymnn is, on the contrary, everywhere 
himself principal, and he carries on the religion 
business on his own account. He docs not 
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diive a ^^ho1esale l>iisme33 like his Catholic 
colleague, but only a sniull retnil trade, and as 
he rt'presents Iiia own interests, it would never 
do I'ur him to be neglijjent. He must cry up 
his articles of faith to the people, depreciate those 
of his rivals, and, like a teal retailer, he staods 
in his BEiiall shop, full of professional envy of all 
tlie large houses, particularly of the great firm 
in Home, whicii salaries so nmuy tliousand book- 
keepers and salesmen, and has its factories ia 
every quarter of tiie globe. 

Each has, of course, its physiognomio separate 
effect, but these nre not perceptible from the 
parqiiette. In their main features the family 
likeness between Catholic and Protestant remains 
nnchanged, and if the head-manager would pay 
down liberally to the gentlemen aforesaid, he 
could induce them to act their parts admirably, 
as they are in the habit of doing. Even their 
walk and gait would conduce to Üie illusion, 
though a sharp pnictiar^d eye would readily de- 
tect certain sliades of difference between it and that 
of Catholic priests and monks. 

A Catholic priest walks as if heaven belonged 
to him; a Protestant clergyman, on the contrary, 
goes about as if he had taken a lease of it. 
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CHAPTER V. 



It was not till niglit tbat I reached the city of 
Lucca. 

How differently it had appeared to me the 
Week before, as I wandered by day through the 
echoing deserted etreets, and imagined myself 
transported to one of thoae enchanted cities of 
■wliich my nnrse had so often tohl me. Theii 
the whole oily was silent as the grave, all was 
60 pale and death-like. The glenm of the sun 
played on the roofs like gold-leaf on the head of 
a corpse. Here and there from the windows of 
Et mouldering house hung ivy tendrils like dried 
green tears ; everywhere glimmering, dreary, and 
dismally petrifying death. Tlie town seemed 
but the ghost of a town, a spectre of stone in 
broad daylight. I sought long and in vain for 
some trace of a living being. I can only 
remember that before an old palazzo lay a 
beggar sleeping, with outstretched open hand. 
I also remember having seen above al the 
window of a blackened mouldering little house 
a monk, whose red neck and plump sMuing pate 
protmded right far from hia brown gown, and 
ueai him a full-breasted stark-naked girl waa 
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visible; while below, in t!ie halt-open house 
door, I saw entering a little fellow ia tlie black 
dresB of an abbtS, and who carried with both 
hands a mighty fuU-bellied wine-flask. At the 
same instant there rang not far oiT a delicately 
ironic little bell, while in my memory tittered 
the novels of Messer Boccaccio. Uiit these 
chimes could not entirely drive away the 
Btrsnge shudder which ran through my soul. 
It held me the more ironly bound since the sun 
lit up CO warmly and brightly the uncanny 
buildings, and I marked well that ghosts are far 
more terrihle when they east aside the black 
mnntle of night to show themselves in the clear 
light of noon. 

But what was my astonishment at the changed 
aspect of the city when I, eight days Inter, re- 
visited Lucca. " What is that ! " I cried, as iunu- 
merable li;,'ht3 dazzled my eyes and a stream 
of human beings whirled through the streets. 
" Has an entire race risen spectre-like from the 
grave to mock lift with the maddest mummery?" 
The lofty melancholy houses were brigiit with 
lamps, variegated carpets hung from every 
window, nearly hiding the crumbling grey walls, 
and above them peered out lovely female faces, 
80 fresh, so blooming, that I well marlced that it 
was Life herself celebrating her bridal feast with 
Death and who had invited the Beauty of Life 
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as a guest. Yos, it was such a living denth- 
foast, thouj^h 1 do not know exattiy how it w;i8 
called in the calendiir. At any rate, it was the 
flaying-day of some blessed martyr or other, for 
I ftfterwards saw a holy skull and sevenil estra 
bones, adorned with llowera and gems, carried 
Bround with bridal music, Itwas a fine ^procession. 
First of all went such Cnpuchius as were 
distiu^uished from the other monks by wearing 
long bcanls, and who formed, as it were, the 
eappers of thia religious army. Then followed 
beardless Capuchins, among whom were mnny 
noble conutenances, and even many a youthful 
and beautiful fiice, wliich looked well with tha 
broad tonsure, since the heal seemed through it 
as if braided around with a neat garland o[ hair, 
and which came forth wilh the bare neck in 
admirable relief from the brown cowl These 
were followed by cowla of other colours, black, 
white, yellow, and gaily striped, as well as 
dowu-drawu triangular hats. — in shortj all those 
cloister costumes which the enterprise of our 
theatrical manager hns made so familiar. After 
tlie monkish orders came the regular priests, 
with white shirts over black pantaloons, and 
wearing coloured caps, who were in turn suc- 
ceeded by still more aristocratic clergymen, 
wrapped in different coloured silken garments 
and bearing oii iheir heads a sort of high caps, 
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which, in all probability, originated in Egypt^ 
aod with wliich we are familiar from the works 
of Denon, from the "Magic Flute," and frum 
Belzoni. These latter had faces which bore 
luarks of long service, and appeared to form a 
sort of Old Guard. Last of all canio the regular 
staff around a c:iiio[iied tlirojie. heoeath wliich 
Bat an old man with a Elill higher hend-dresa 
and in a still richer mantle, whose extremity 
was borne after tl)e manner of pages by two 
other old men clad in a similnr manner. 

The lirat monks went with folded arms in 
Bolemn eiieuce, but those with the high cap3 
Bang a most miserable and unliapjiy psulm, so 
nasally, so slmlHiugly, and so gruolingly, tliat I 
am peifeclly convinced that if tiie Jews had 
formed the great mass of tlie people, and if their 
religion had been the ustal'lished ruligion, the 
aforesaid psalmodising would have been ch.irac- 
tei'ised with the name of " mausduln." ^ For- 



' yaiitchcla, a sUng term signifying to speak liko a Jut*. 
It ia di'ristd from Mause or M^machd, eld equally vtilj^ftr n^rno 
for a Jev, curtesponditi^ to the old-fashiuned Eiit;llisli iviml 
"aiiiuuth." If, a» is «liJ, M'liiKhtl ii Jorivcil from Mose», [lia 
vetliin quMtion iliouUl strictly be rL-ndereJ "to iiiusej," Uii- 
fort u Datei]' tlilj word 'is akcotiy 1^^)0011 pied in English n'itli 
■n rntirelj difTerent meaning. To moK/i, ai the rEiider dntibt- 
leu knows, aiguifitd to beat a rnpid retreat, of, ninaicjtll/ 
■penkin;;, to perrorm an Exodiu in the time of Moie in Egillu. 
UavtrMn ag a nimn ia alio known as Yiildiih, i^chmvutn, aod 
LMinttattick. — A'nf« £> Trandatoi: 
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tunately one could only half bear it, since lliera 
marched behind the procession, with a fnll 
ftccompatiiment of drums and fifes, several com- 
pEtnies of troops, besides which tliere wns on each 
Bide, near the priests in their flowing robes, 
grenadiers goinj; by two and two, Tliere were 
almost as many soldiers as clergy, but it requires 
many bayonets now-a-daya to keep up religion, 
and even when tlie blessing ia given, cannon 
must roar significantly in the distance. 

When 1 see such a procession, in which 
clergymen amid military escort walk along so 
miserably and sorrowfully, it strikes painfully to 
my soul, and it seems to me ns though I saw 
our Saviour bimselt' surrounded by lance-bearers 
and led to judgment. The stars at Lucca felt 
beyond question as I did, and as I sighing 
glanced up at them, they looked down on me, 
one with my soul, with their pious eyes eo clear 
and bright. But we needed not their light. 
Tliousanda and fresh thousands of lamps and 
caudles, and girls' faces gleamed from all the 
windgwa. At the corners of the streets flaring 
pitch-hoops were placed, and then every priest 
had his own private torch-bearer to keep him 
company. Tlie Capuchins had generally little 
boya who carried iheir lights for them, and the 
youthful fresh little faces looked np from time 
to time right curiously and pleased at the old 
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aolcmD bearda. Ä poor Capuclim like these 
cannot afford a greater torch-bearer, and the boy 
to whom he teaches the Ave Maria, or wliose 
old aunt confessea to hira, must, at the procession, 
perform this service gratis, and, beyond question, 
it is not done with the less love on tiiat account. 
The monks who came after did not have much 
larger boys, a few more respectable orders bad 
grown-up youths, and the hiyh-minded and 
mitred priests rejoiced in having each a real 
citizen to bold a candle. But the one last of 
all, the Lord Archbishop — for such was the man 
who, in aristocratic humility, went along beneath 
the canopy, and whose train was borne by grey 
pages — bad on either siJe a lackey, each bril- 
liant in blue livery with yellow laces, and who 
bore a white wax taper as ceremoniously as 
though he officiated at court 

At all events, this candle-bearing seemed to 
me to be a good arrangement, since it enabled 
me to see so plainly the faces pertaining to 
Catholicism ; and now I have seen them, and in 
the best of lights at that. And what did I sec ? 
Well, the clerical stamp was nowhere wanting. 
But if this was not thought of, there was as great 
a variety in the faces as in those of other men. 
One was pale, another red ; this man held his 
nose well up, that one was dejected ; here there 
was a flashing black, there a flickering grey eye; 
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but in every fnce there was a trace of tlie same 
inalniiy — a terrible iocuraUe nialnHy, which wlU 
probably be tLe reason w!iy iny descendant, 
wliea he, a century later, looks at the processioa 
in Lucea, will not find a sinj;le one of all thoas 
faces, I fear that I myself am infected witli 
that illness, and that one result of it is that 
lonjiiioi' which ao stmn^ely sir-'ala over me wliea 
I see ibe sickly face of a monk and reiid in it 
sutli sorrows as hiJe under a coarse cowl — 
aggravated love, gout, disappointed ambition, 
spine complaint, remorse, lieniorrhoids, and Iha 
heart-wounds which are caused by the ingrati- 
tude of friends, by llie slundcr of euemies, ami 
by our owu sins. Tea, all of thesp, and far 
many more, which find no more dilliculty in 
settling under a coEirse cowl than beueatii a 
fashionable dress coat. Oh, it is no ezag-jera- 
tion when the poet cries out in his agony, " Life 
is a sickness, all the world a lazar-house I" 

"And Death is our physician 1" All! I will 
say nothing evil of him and disturb none in theif 
coiilidence in biin, for as he is the only physician, 
they may aa well believe that he is tlie best, and 
that the only remedy which he employs — his 
eternal earth-cure — is also tlie best. Ilis friends 
can say at least this much in hia favour, that ha 
is always at h:md, and that, despite his immense 
practice, he makes no one wait who earnestly 
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desires to ace Iiim. And oftca does he follovr liis 
patient, even to the procession, and bears for 
them tlie torch. Surely it was Death liimselE 
whom I saw walking by the side of b p^H 
sorrowful priest; bearing in his tliin, (quivering, 
bony hands, a flickerini,' toruh, who nodded plea- 
eantly and conaoliugly with his anxious, bald 
pate, and who, weak as he himself was on the 
legs, still held up from time to time the old 
priest whose steps seemed growing weaker and 
readier to fall. He seemed to he whispering 
coinage to the latter, " Only wait a few short 
Lours, then we will be home, and I will put out 
thy torch, and lay thee in bed, and thy cold, 
weary limba may rest as long as tliey will, and 
thou shah sleep so soundiy that tliou wilt not 
hear the whimpeving of the little St. Miciiael's 
bell." 

"And a^aiiiit that man, also, I will write 
nothing'," thought I, as I saw liie poor pole priest, 
whom Death himself was lightiug to his bed. 

Alas! one ought really to write against no 
one in this world. We are all of us sick and 
suffering enough in this great lazaretto, and 
many a piece of polemical rending involuntarily 
reminds nie of & revolting quarrel in a little 
hospital at Cracow, whtre I was nn accidental 
spectator, and where it n-as terrible to hear the 
sick mocking and reviUng each other's infirmities, 
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Low emaciated conaumptivea ridiculed those who 
were bloated with dropsy, how ona laughed at 
the cancer in the nose of another, and he again 
jeered the locked-jaw and distorted eyea of Ins 
neighbours, until finally those who were mad 
with fever sprang naked from bed, and tore the 
coverings and sheets from the mairaed bodies 
around, and there was nothing to be seen hut 
revoUiii^ misery and mutilation. 



CHAPTER TI. 

" He Ihen >lio poured [orlh Ui the other immnrtala iHtembted 
8wMti.it, pleniantest nectar, the goblet quickly exhausting. 
And Btill an inGnite l&ughter rang frnra tlia bapp; immortaU 
Ai thay uw bow Hephaeitoa around yraa to clererly pauing. 
ThuB through tbe liie-Iong day, until the lun wu declining, 
The feut went od, noi wu Tanting throogh all the genial 

bannuut 
ICither the aoimd nt the Btriogs of the exquisite lyre of Ap'>tlo, 
Nor tha «oft BoBg of the Miiae with Toicea aweetlj replying." 

Suddenly there camo gasping towards them a 
pale Jew, dripping with blood, a crown of thorns 
on lis head, bearing a great cross of wood on his 
shoulder, and he cast tho cross on the high table 
of the gods, 80 that the golden gobleta trembled 
and fell, and the gods grew dumb and pale, and 
ever jialer, till they melted in utter mist. 
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Then there ^ere dreary daya, and tlie world 
became grey and gloomy. There were no more 
happy immortals, and Olympus became an hos- 
pital, where äayed, roasted, and spitted gods 
■went weaiily, wandering round, binding their 
wounds and singing sorrowful songs. Eeligion 
ao longer offered joy, but consolation j it was a 
woeful, bleeding religion of transgressors. 

Was it perhaps necessary for miserable and 
oppressed humanity ? He who sees his God 
BufTbr bears more easily his own afflictions. The 
merry goda of old, who felt no pangs, knew not, 
of course, the feelings of poor tortured man, who 
in turn could in his need find no heart to turn 
to them. They were holiday gods, around whom 
the world danced merrily, and ivho could only 
be praised at feasts. Tlierefore they were never 
loved from the very soul and with all the heart. 
To he so loved, one must be a sufferer. Pity is 
the last consecration of love, it may be lova 
itself. Of all the gods who loved in the olden 
time, Christ is the one who has been the most 
loved — especially by the women I 

Avoiding the bustling throng, I lost myself in 
B solitary church, and what you, dear reader, have 
just read, are not so much my own thoughts ai 
ceitaia involuntary words wliich came lo life 
in me while T, reclining on one of the old 
benches for prayer, let the tones of the organ 
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flow freely tbrough my breast. Thus I lie in 
sotil amirj strange phantasies, the wondrous musio 
euggestiiig from time to time a more wondrooa 
text. At times my eyes sweep through the dim- 
growing archways, seeltiiig the daHv visible echoes 
of forms belonging to those organ melodies. Who 
is that veiled figure kneeling yonder before au 
image of the Madonna? The swinging lamp 
which bangs before it lights up fearfully yet 
Ewccily the beautiful Mother of Suffering of a 
crucilied love, the Venus dolorosa ; but pander- 
ing gleams, full of mystery, fall from time to time 
as if by stealth on the beautiful outlines of the 
Veiled and praying ladj. She lay, indeed, motion- 
less on the stone altar steps, but in the quivering 
light her shadow seemed to live and often run 
np to me and then retreated in haste, like a 
dumb negro, the timid love-messenger of a harem 
—and I understood him. lie announced the 
onival of his lady, the Sultaness of my heart. 

Minute by minute it grew darker in the empty 
liouae; here and there an undefined form glided 
elong the pillars; now and then a soft murmur 
was heard in a side chapel, and the organ groaned 
out its long-drawn tones, like the heart of a sigh- 
ing giant 

It seemed as though those organ-nfjtes would 
never cease, as though the death-notes of that 
living death would endure for ever. I felt an 
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indescribable depression of Bpirita, and such a 
nameless, anxious terror, as though I had been 
buried in a trance. Yes, as thougli I, one of the 
long dead, had risen from my grave and had 
gone wich dark mysterioua comrades of the night 
into the church of phantoms, to hear the prayer 
of the dead and confess the sins of the corpse. I 
often felt as though I saw seated near me, in the 
spectral twilight, the long departed of the city, in 
obsolete old Florentine dresses, with long pale 
faces, with gold-bound boüks of devotion in their 
thin hands, secretly whispering, nodding in silent 
me lane holy -wise one to the other. The wailing 
tone of a far-away hell of the dead reminded me 
again of the sick priest whom I had seen in the 
procession, and 1 said to myself: He too is now 
with the departed, but he will come here to read 
the first night mass, and then the sad spectre 
scene will begin in earuest. But suddenly them 
arose from the steps of the altar the lovely form 
of the veiled and praying lady. 

Yes, it was she ; her living shade had already 
driven afar the white phantoms, I now saw but 
her alone, I followed her quickly from the 
church, and as she, on passing tlie door, raised 
her veil, I saw it was Praiicesca's face, bedewed 
with teats. It was like a white rose flowered to 
fulness by love-longing, pearled by the dew of 
night uud gleaming in the moon rays, "Fraucesca, 
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dost thoQ love met"' I asked mach and she 
answered little. I accompanied her to the 
Sotel Croce di Malta, where slie and Matilda 
lodged. The sLreeiB were empty, tiie houses slept 
with their wiiidow-eyes closed ; otdy here rmd 
there, through their wooden lashes, there glenm'-'d 
a light Hiyh in heaven, among the clouda, 
tliere waa a clear green space, and in it swam the 
half-moon, like a BÜrer •gondola in an emeraldine 
sea. In vuin I begged Prancesca to look up for 
once at our dear old iruaty friend — but she kept 
her head dreamily l>e[it downwarils. Her gnit, 
once GO elate and spirited, yet gliding, was now 
aa it were in ecclesiastical measure, her steps were 
gloomy and Catholic, she moved as if to the 
music of an on:an on some high festival day, and 
as her limbs bad in other niglita been inspiied 
by Sin, so they now seemed to be inspired by 
Religion. On the way she crossed her head and 
breast before every saint's image; aud in vain 
did I attempt to aid her in this. But when we, 
on the Market Place, passed the Church of San 
Michele, where the marble Mother of Pain 
gleaTued forth dimly from her dark niche, with a 
gilded fiwovd in her heart and a crown of lamps 
on her head, Francesca suddenly cast her arma 
around my neck, kissed me, and whispered, 
" Cecco, Cecco. caro Ceoco! " 

I calmly took charge of the kiss, though I 
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well knew that it was really ititendeil for a 
Bulogneee abba, a servant of the Jtaman Cuthulic 
Church. As a Protestant, I did not acruj.ile to 
appropriate to uiy use the goods of the Catholic 
Church, and I consequently secularised the pious 
kiss of Frnucesca on the sput. I know that 
when the priests come to hear of this they will 
rage, ihey will scream out church robbery al me, 
and, if possible, would gladly apply Ui me the 
Frencli Law of Sacrilege. To my sorrow, I must 
confess that the aforesaid kiss was the only one 
which I got hold of t!iat night. Francesca had 
determined to devote the night, kneeling and in 
prayer, to the safety of her soul. In voio did I 
be:; leave to share her pious exercises ; — when 
ehe reached her room she shut the door in my 
face. In vain did I stand a whole hour without, 
begging for entrance, si<,'hing every possible sigh, 
fe^ning pious tears, and swearing the most sanc- 
tified oaths — of course with clerical reservation. 
— I felt that I was, little by little, becoming 
a Jesuit, I grew altugether depraved, and finally 
oB'ered fur otu night to become Catholic. 

"Franceaea!" I cried, "Star of my thoughts! 
Thought of my aoui 1 vita dtlla. -mia vita/ uiy 
beautiful, oft-kissed, slender, Catholic Francesca! 
for this one night, if ihou wilt grant it to rae, I 
will liecome a Catholic — but only for this night 1 
Oh the beautiful, blessed. Catholic night I I will 
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lie in thy arms, with deepest Catholicism, I will 
believe io the heaven of thy love, we will kiss 
the Bweet confession from our lips, the Word will 
be made flesh. Faith will become corporeal in 
body and in form 1 oh what religion ! Ye priestä, 
ring forth meanwhile in joy your Kyrie Eleison, 
ring, bum incense, sound the bells I let the organ 
be heard, peal out the mass of Palestrina — that 
is the Body ! — I believe, I am blest, I sleep — 
but so soon as I awake on the next morning, I 
will rub away sleep and Catholicism from my 
eyes, and see again clearly the sunlight and the 
Bible, and be as before, Protestant, reasonably 
and sober. 



CHAPTER Vn. 

When the next day the sun smUed gloriously 
down from heaven, it banished all the sad 
thoughts and sombre feelings which the pro- 
cession of the previous night had awakened in 
me, and had made life appear like a sickness and 
the world like a hospital. 

All the town was alive with a cheerful mul- 
titude^gaily decked mortals— while here and 
there among them hastened along a black little 
priest. All was noise and laughter and gossip ; 
scarce could we hear the chiming of the bells, 
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which eumnioned us to grand mass in the Cathe- 
dral, This is a beautiful simple church, whose 
fagade of variegated marble ia ornamented with 
those short pillars, rising one above the other, 
and which look witli such a merry melancholy 
on us. Within, pillars and walls were clad in 
scarlet drapery, and serene music swelled forth 
over the wave-like masses of human beings. 
Fraucesca leaned upon my arm, and as I, on 
entering, gave bet holy water, and as our souls 
were electrified by the delicious damp touch of 
each other's fingers, I received, simultaneously, 
such an electric shook on ray leg that I very 
nearly tumbled tor terror over the kneeling 
peasant women who, clad all in white and loaded 
with long ear-rings and necklaces of yellow gold, 
covered in masses the floor. As I looked around 
I saw another kneeling female, fanning herself, 
and behind the fan I spied my Lady's merry 
eyes. I bent towards her, and she breathed 
at the same time languisbingly into my ear, 
•'Delightful/" 

" For God's sake ! " I whispered to her, " be 
serious! If you laugh we shall certainly be 
turned out of doors ! " 

But prayer and entreaty were in vain, For- 
tnoately no one understood the language in 
which we spoke, for when my Lady arose and 
accompanied us through the throng to the high 
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altar she gave herself entirely up to her wild 
caprices without the sligiitest caution, as though 
we had stood alone on the Apenniues. She 
ridiculed everything; even the poor painted pic- 
tures on the wall did not escape her arrows. 

" Look there," she cried, " at Lady Eve nÄ Rib, 
how she chats witli the Serpent I It was a good 
idea, that of the painter, to give the snake a 
human head with a human countenance; but it 
would have l>een much more sensible if be had 
adorned the face of the seducer with a military 
moustache. Look there. Doctor, at the angel 
announcing to the highly bleat Virgiu her 
blessed ' situation," and who laughs at the same 
time so ironically. I know what the rascal is 
thiuking of. And that other Maria, at whose 
feet the holy alliance of the East are kneeling 
with their ofTerings or gold aud incense, doesn't 
she look like Catalan! ?" 

Signora Fraiicesca, who, on account of her 
ignorance of English, understood notliing of all 
this chatter, save the word Catalani, quickly 
remarked that the lady of whom our friend 
spoke had really lost niostoE her celebrity. But 
itur friend .iid not suffer herself to be in the 
least put out, and passed her commente on the 
pictures of the Passion to that of the Crucifixion, 
an exquisiu.'ly bL'autiful pnintinL.', where, among 
others, three stupid idle faces were painted. 
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lookiDg on at their ease at the divine martyrdom, 
and which my Lady iuaisted represented the 
deputies pleuipotentiary of AuBtrio, Russia, and 
France. 

Saint Joseph bad to endure the most She 
made the maddest remavks on the Flight to 
Egypt, where Mary sits with the babe on the 
ass, while Joseph follows on foot. My Lady 
declared that the artist had made the donkey 
resemble its driver ; and it is true that in both 
tiieir long ears hang down from their melancholy 
heads. 

" Ah, what a teirible mess and perplexity the 
poor man is in 1 " cried Matilda. " If he believes 
that the Lord has let himself down to his level 
aa rival and fellow-labourer, he has good cause 
to give himself to the devil; and if he do^ not, 
then he is a heretio, and must go to the devil to 
a certainty. What an awful dilemma 1 Ther&- 
fore he bows his head so mournfully. And they 
have adorned bis head with a glory which looks 
like a crown of horns. How the history of the 
poor ass-driver goes to my heart ! Never unto 
this day did anything in any church move me 
80 deeply." 

Meanwhile the old frescoes, which occasionally 
appeared between the (olds of scarlet ilrapery, 
had, with their wondrous innnte eani<--8tiieGS. 
some influence in subduing the Britiah love of 
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mockery. There were among tfaem faces from 
tlie heroic age of Lucca, of which so much is 

said in Macbiavelli, that romantic Sallust, whose 
spirit sweeps towarJs ua with such lire from 
the songs of Dante, the Catholic Homer. In 
those fai;e8 the strong feelings and barbaric 
thoughts of the Middle Age are well expressed, 
although on the mouth of many a silent youth 
there quivers a smiling confession that in those 
days all the ruses were not of atone or unblown, 
and although through the pious down-drooping 
eyelashes of many a Madonna of the day there 
twinkles a roguish leer of love, as though she 
were willing to present ub with another infant 
Jesus. At all eveuta it is a higher spirit which 
speaks to us from those old Florentine paintings ; 
it is the truly heroic which we recognise in the 
marble images of the gods of antiquity, and 
which does not consist, as our (esthetic philo- 
sophers suppose, in eternal calm without passion, 
but in an eternal passionate emotion without 
unrest. We also see, in several oil paintings of 
a later day which hang in the Cathedral of 
Lucca, the same old Florentine spirit, perhaps 
as a traditional echo. I wns particularly pleased 
with a "Wedding oT Cana," by a scholar of 
Andrea del Siirtn, and which was somewhat 
harshly and stiffly painted. In it the Saviour 
sits between the soft fair bride and a Pharisee, 
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whose stoDf law-table counteuance is id amaz&- 
meut at the genial prophet who so cheerfully 
mingles with the merry guests and treats them 
to miracles far surpassing those of Moses ; for 
the latter, though he struck with all his force on 
the rocks, brought forth nuthiiig but water, while 
the latter needed only to speak a siugie word 
to 611 all the jars with the best of wine. Far 
softer, almost Venetian in colour, is the picture 
by an unknown artist hanging near it, and iu 
which the pleasant blending of hues is strangely 
qualitied by a pain which thrills the soul. It 
represents Mary anointing the feet of Jesus with 
a pound of pure and costly nard, and drying 
them with her hair. Christ sits there among 
his disciples, a beautiful, intelligent God. who 
with human sorrow feeis a fearful pious com- 
miseration for his own body, which ere long 
must suffer so much, and to whom the Mattering 
unction of honour which the dead receive is 
already due and already realised. He smiles 
calmly on the kneeling woman, who, impelled by 
a presentiment of loving anguish, performs her 
pitying task, a deed which will never be for- 
gotten BO long B8 suffering humanity shall endure, 
and which will breathe forth a perfume for the 
refreshing of those suffering for thousands of 
jreBTB. With the exception of the youth who 
rested on tlie bosom of Christ, and who remarks 
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the deed, none of the apostles appear to realisa 
its peculiar significance, and t!ie oue with iha 
red beard appears, even aa the Scripture atate-s, 
to make the moitise remark, " Why was not ihia 
ointment sold lor three hundred pence and given 
to the poor ? " This economical apostle was the 
one who carried the purse — familiarity with 
money and business appears to have rendered him 
insensible to all the imaelfiab perfume of love; 
he would f;ladly exchange it for pence for a 
practical purpose, and it was just he, the penny- 
changer, who betrayed the Saviour for thirty 
pence. Thus does the Bible symbolically, in the 
history of the Banker among the Apostles, reveal 
the unholy power of seduction which lurks in 
the money-bag and warn us against the faith- 
lessness of business men. Every rich man is 
a Judiis Iscariot. 

" You are making faces as though you were 
trying to choke down your piety, dear Doctor," 
whispered my Lady. " I was just looking and 
— excuse me if the remark is slanderous — ^but 
I really thought that you looked like a good 
Christian." 

"Between you and me,Iam bo; yes, Christ " 

" Do you believe, perhaps, tliat he is a God 1 " 

" That of course, my good Matilda. He is the 

God wiiom I mostly love — nut because he is a 

leijitiuiate God whose Father since time imme- 
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moriBl ruled the world, but because he, though 
a bom Datipiiin of Heaven, ia democratically- 
minded, loving no courtly ceremonial splendour ; 
because he is not a God of shaven and shorn 
bookish pedants and laced men-at-arms; and 
because be is a modest God of the People, a 
citizen-Qod, im hon dieu dloyen. Truly, if Christ 
were no God, I would vote that he shoiihi be 
such, and much rather than an absolute God 
who has forced himself to power would I obey 
him, the elected God, the God of my choice." 



CHAPTER vm. 

The Archbishop, a solemn, grey old man, read 
mass in person; and, to tell the truth, not only 
\ bnt even, to a certain deyree, my Lady, was 
moved by the spirit latent in this holy ceremony 
and by the sanctity of the old man who offici- 
ated ; — albeit every old man is in and by himself 
a ])riest, and the ceremonies of the Catholic 
world are so primBevally old that they are 
perhaps the only ones which have remained from 
the infancy of the world and have a claim on 
our piouB feelings as a memorial of the first 
forefathers of all mankind. " Look, my Lady," 
said I; "every gesture whioh you here behold, 
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the maoiier of la^ing un the haDds and the 
Bprcadiug out of the arms, this bowing, this 
washing of the hands, this burning and offering 
of incense, this cup, — yes, the entire clothing of 
the man from the mytra' to the hem of the stole, 
all is ancient Egyptian and the remains of a 
priesthood of whose wondrous existence the oldest 
records only tell us a little, an early hierarchy 
which investigated the first wisdom of the world, 
which discovered the first fjods, which inventeil the 
first ayiiibols, and by whom young humanity " 

"Was first cheated and betrayed," added my 
Lady in a bitter tone ; " and I believe, Doctor, 
that of this earliest age of the world there 
remains nothing but a few dreary formulas of 
deceit, and they are still active and potent. 
Only look there, tor instance, al the fearfully 
benighted faces, particularly at that fellow who 
is planted on his stupid knees, and who, with 
his wide, staring moutfa, looks so much like an 
ultra-hlookhead." 

" For Heaven's sake ! " I remarked in a sooth- 
ing manner, " what does it matter if that head 
has received so little of the l%ht of reason f 
What is that to ua? Why should that irritate 
you ? Don't you see every day oxen, cows, dogs, 
asses, which are quite as stupid, without sufi'ering 
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four equanimity to be disturbed at the eight or 
being excited to angry expressions 1 " 

"Ah, that ia an entirely different matter," 
rejoined my Lady, " for those beasts have tails 
beliind, and I vex myself just for that, to think 
that a fellow who is so bestially stupid has, 
however, bt^liind him do tail at all." 

" Yes, that ia a very different matter irnieed, 
my Lady." 



CHAPTER IX. 

After the mass there was still much to see and 
to hear, especially the sermon of a great two- 
fisted monk, wiioae bold, commanding old Roman 
countenauce contrasted singularly with his coarse 
cowl, so that he looked like the Emperor of 
Poverty, He preached of heaven and of hell, 
falling at times into the wildest enthusiasm. 
His description of heaven was somewhat bar- 
barously overloaded, since he filled it with gold, 
silver, jewels, costly food, and wine of t!ie best 
vintages. He made, too, such inspired mouth- 
watering f^imaces, and rolled himself tu and fro 
in hia gown as though he believed himself to be 
flyiug among white-winged angels and one of 
them. Much less delightful — yes, even very 
practically earnest — was his description of helL 
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Here the mau was far more in his element. Ha 

was especially zealous a^'aiust those sinners who 
do not believe, as Christianly as they should, in 
the old fires of hell, and even think that tliey 
liave Buiuewhat tooled down of lute pie^iaraloiy 
to a general extinguishment. " And," he cried, 
"if hull were yoing oat, then would I with my 
I^reath blow up the last glimmeriug coals till 
they should blaze up agaiu into all the first fury 
of their flame." Had any one heard the voice, 
like the north wind, with which these words 
were howled forth, and could he have seen the 
glowing face, the red neck strong as a bulTalo'a, 
and the mighty fists of the monk, be would not 
have regarded this hellish threat as a hyperbole. 

" / liJce this man" said my Lady. 

" There you are right," I replied ; " and he 
pleases me too, better than our soft homceopathic 
spiritual doctors, who dilute their one ten-thou- 
sandth grain of reason with a bucket of moral 
water, and with it preach us to repose of a 
Sunday." 

" Yes, Doctor, I have respect for liis hell, but I 
can't quite agree with him as to his heaven. In 
fact, I very early had my secret doubts as to the 
nature of heaven. While I was still very young 
in Dublin, 1 often lay on my back in the grass 
and looked up at heaven and wondered if it really 
contained so many splendid things as people said. 



THE CITY OF LUCCA. 



S87 



' And,' thought I, ' if it does, why is it that 
none of these una tbin^-s ever fall down, say a 
diamond ear-ring or a jiearl necklace, or at least 
a piece of piiie-apple cake ? And why is it tliat 
nothing but hail, snow, or coinmoa rain is ever 
vDUL'hsafed to us 7 That isn't exactly as it should 
be,' I ihougUt " 

" Why do you say that, my Lady ? Why not 
rather be silent with such doubts 7 Unbelievers 
who put no faith in heaven should not make 
proselytes. I much less blame — on the contrary, 
I rather praise — the efforts of those convert- makers 
who Lave a spleuiiid heaven, and who, so far 
from wishing to keep it to themaelvea, invite 
their fellow-mortals to share it with them, and 
who never rest till their invitations are occeiitüd." 

" I have always wondered, Doctor, that bo 
many rich people of that sort, such as presidents, 
vice-presidents, or secretai'iea ol' societies for 
converting unbelievers, take such pains to make, 
for instance, some rusty old Jew-beg<^ar lit for 
heaven, and to secure his future sou'iety there, 
without ever so much as dreaming uf letting 
him take part in the things which they enjoy 
hiTiJ on earth, such aa inviting him during 
summer to their country-seats, where there are, 
beyond question, dainties which would taste as 
good to the poor rogue as though he were ia 
heaves itself." 
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" That 18 intelligible enough, my Lady ; the 
heavenly delights cost nothing, aud it is often a 
double pleasure when we can make our ftllow- 
beiugB happy at so slight an expense. But to 
what pleasurea can the unbeliever invite any 
one ? " 

" To nothing. Doctor, but to a long peaceful 
sleep, which may, however, be very desirable to 
a suffering mortal, especially if he has been 
previously tormented with importunate iuvita- 
tiona to heaven." 

The beautiful woman spoke tbeaa words with 
bitter accents which went to the heart, and it 
was not without some earnestness that I replied ; 
" Dear Matilda, in all that I have seen and done 
in thifl world I have not once troubled myself 
as to whether there were a heaven or a helL I 
am too >,'Teat aud too proud to be tempted 
by heavenly rewards or alarmed by the punish- 
ments of helL I strive for the good because it 
is beatiiiful and irresistibly attracts me, and I 
hate the bad because it is ugly and repulsive. 
Even as a boy when I read Plutarch — and I 
still read him every night in bed, and often feel 
as if I would fain jump up and take extra-post 
and become a great man — even then I was 
pleased with the story of the woman who went 
through the streets of Alexandria, bearing in one 
hand a burning torch, and in the other a leathern 
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bottle of water, cryiug to the innltitude that 
with the water she would queach the fire of hall, 
aucl with the torch would set tire to heaven, so 
that people should QOt cease to do evil merely 
fromfear of punislimeQt and do good for the sake 
of reward. All our deeds should spriui; Crom 
the source of au unselfish love, whether there is 
to be a coMliiiuance after death or uot." 

" Tlieii you do not believe in iminortality ? " 

" Oh, you are alirewd, my Latiy I I doubt it? 
/, whose heart ever strikes deeper aud deeper 
root iuto the most distaol. inilleDaiums of 
the past aud of the future. I, who am my- 
S'-lf one of the most immortal of Dien, whose 
every breath is an eternal life, whose every 
thought is au undying star — / diahelieve la 
immortality ! " 

" I thiuk, Doctor, that it must require an 
inordinate share of vanity and presumption, too, 
after enjuying so much that is good aud beautiful 
on earth, to ask iuimortahly of the Lord in 
addition to it all. Mao, the aristocrat among 
animals, who thinks liiiuaeK better thau his 
fellow-creatures, would like also to work out tor 
himself this privilege of endless Ufe by court- 
like liymna of adoration and praise and kueeliuy- 
prayer. Oh, I know wliat that twitoliing of the 
lips means, my immortal geulleman I " 

VOL. IL -f 
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The Signora be^'geii us to accompany her to a 
convent wliere a miraculous cross, the most 
teiiiarkable in all Tuscany, was preaerved. And 
it was well lliat we left the Cathedral, for luy 
Lady's eccentricities would have soon got us 
into a scrape. She foamed over with brilliant 
caprices, pretty and pleasant foolish fancies, 
which leaped about self-willed and wild aa 
kittens jumping about in spring sunlight On 
leaving the Cathedral she dip]>ed her Ibielinyer 
three times in the holy water, and eprinklet! 
herself with it each time, murmuring, "Dem 
xefardtyivi hinnim," which is, according to her 
assertion, the Arabic formula used by sorceresses 
to transform a human being to an ass. 

On the Piaaa, or open place before the 
Cathedral, a body of troops, nearly all clad in 
Austrian uniform, were exercising, the word of 
command btint^ given in German. At least I 
heard the German words, "' Prwscntiris Qt-wehr ! 
Piiss Qerwdir } Schulters Gewthr! Rechts um/ 
Salt I "^ I believe that iu all the Italian as 
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well as iQ severril other European states they 
command Iq German. Ought we Germans to 
plume ourselves od it ! Have we bo many 
orders to give in tliis world that German Ims 
even becume the language of command ? Or 
have we been ordered about so mucli that those 
who are obedient and subject best understand 
the German tongue t 

My Lady did not seem to be a friend to 
parailes and reviews. "I do not like," said she, 
"to be near such men with sabres and guns, 
particularly wiieii they juarch alon;,- in great 
numbers, and in reijular rows in great reviews. 
What if soiJie one amoa<,' these thousands of men 
should auddenly go mad, and stab njQ dead on 
the spot with the weapon wliii.'h Le holds in hiä 
baud? Or what if he should suddenly become 
rational and think, ' What have X to risk or losf, 
even if they should take my life ? Perhaps 
the other world which they promisu us isn't so 
brilliant, after all, as they say; and if it be ever 
so bad, they certainly cannot give me less than 
six kreutzers a day. Suppose, then, just for the 
juke of the thing, that I stab that little English 
lady with the impurtiueat nose?' Wouldn't I 
be in the greatest danger of my life then? If 
I were a king I would divide my soldiers into 
two classes, and one of them should believe in 
immortality, so that they might be lirave in 
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battle and not fear death, and I would only use 
them ID war. But the others should be employed 
in parades and reviews; and lest it should come 
into their beads tbat tbey have notlilog to lose, 
aud BO kill somebody for the sake of a joke, I 
would forbid them on pain of death to believe in 
immortality — yes, I would even give them some 
butler on their ammuuition-bread, so that tljey 
might have a real fancy to live. But the first, 
those immortal heroes, should have a right ijard 
liie of it, so that they might despise mortality 
and regard the roar of the cannon aa the intro- 
duction to ft better life." 

" My Lady," said I, " you would be but an 
indifferent ruler. You know but little of 
government, and nothing at all of politics. If 
yon bad read the Political Jnncds " 

"I understand them, perhaps, even better than 
you, my dear Doctor. While I was very young 
I ti'ied to instruct myself io them. While I was 
still young in Dublin " 

" And lay on your back iu the grass, reflecting 
or not, as at Ramsgate " 

A glance ns of a light reproach of ingratitude 
shot from my Lady's eyes, hut she then smiled 
again, and continued, "While 1 was yet young 
in Dublin, and used to sit on a corner of the 
cricket where mother's feet rested, I had all sorts 
of questions to ask : what the tailora, the shoe- 
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makers, the bakers — in short, what ail sorts of 
people bad to do in tlie world. And mothei 
explained tliat the tailors made clothes, the 
shoemakers made shoes, the bakers baked bread. 
And when I asked what the kings did, motlier 
told me that they governed, ' Dear mother,' I 
replied, 'do you know that if I were a king I'd 
go one whole day without reiguing, just to see 
how it looked in the world,' ' Dear cliild,' said 
mother, ' iitany a king does that, and yet thu 
world looks just the same as ever.' " 

"Yes, my Lady, your mother was really in 
the right. Particularly here iu Italy are there 
such kings, as we see, for instance, in Piedmont 
and Naples " 

" Well, Doctor, we shouldn't blame an Italian 
king for not reigning on some days when it is 
80 terribly warm. The only danger is that the 
Garbonaii may turn such a day to account, for 
I have remarked that now-a-days revolutions 
always break out on those days when no reign- 
ing is going on. Il' the Carbonari made a 
mistake and believed that it was a day without 
reigning, when, contrary to ail expectation, the 
king d-Cd reign, they all lost tlieir heads, There- 
fore the Carbonari tan nevur be careful enough, 
and must be particular in choosing their time. 
So that the most delicate and difficult duty of 
the king is to keep secret those days when there 
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ia no reigniug ; and then they should at least ait 
down thrte or four titnea on the throne, and 
perliaps mend a pen, or seal up envelopes, or rule 
wliite paper — all for show, of course — so that 
the people outride who peep into the palace 
wicidowa may believe in all sincerity that the 
reigninj; ia still going on." 

While such remarks came from my Lady's 
dclicatii little month there swam a smile ol' li-an- 
quil happiness around the full, rosy lips of Fran- 
cesca. She scarcely spoke, but her gait was no 
longer inspired with the sighing rapture of self- 
denial so manifest on the previous evening. She 
now walked triumphantly along, every step the 
sound of a trumpet ; and yet it seemed to be 
rather a spiritual victory than one of this world 
which inspired her movements. She was almost 
the ideal image of a Church triumphant, and 
around her head swept an invisible gloiy. But 
the eyes, as if siuiling through tears, were again 
those of a child of this world ; and in the varied 
stream of humanity which swept past us, no 
single article of clothing had escaped her search- 
ing glance. 

" £cco ! " was her exclamation, " what a 
shawl I — the Marquis slmll buy me audi a 
casljraere for my lurhan when I dauce Roxe- 
laiia. Ah I and he has promised me a diamond 
cross tool" 
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Poor Oampelinol you will agree to the sbawl 
withont much demurring ; the crosa, however, 
will cost you many a bitter hour. But Signora 
will torture you so long and keep you so long 
on the rack thai you must at lost give in to her 
wishes I 



CHAPTER Xt 

The church in which the miraculous crucitix 
of Lucca is tu be seen belongs to a luonaB- 
tery the uame of which at this instant has 
escaped tue. 

As we entered the church there lay on their 
knees before the high altar a dozen monks in 
silent prayer. Only now and then they spoke, 
as if in chorus, a few broken worda, wliich echoed, 
as it were, awfully through the solitary columned 
aisles. The church was dark, except that through 
small painted windows fell a matiy-coloured light 
on bald heads and brown cowls. Unpolished 
lamps uf copper dimly illuminated the blackened 
&escoea and itl tar- pieces, while from the wall 
projected carved wooden heads of saints, coarsely 
coloured, and which, in the dubious öickering 
light, seemed grinning at us in grim life. Sud- 
denly my Lady screamed aloud and pointed to a 
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tombstone beneath our feet, on wliich, in relief, 
was tlie Btiff image of a bishop with mitre 
and CFusier, foldeii bands and Lrodden-awaj 
nose. " Ah I " abe whispered, " I just then trod 
rudely on his stone nose, and now he will 
appear to me in dreams ; and then his nose— 

who knows " 

The BacriBtnn, a pale yonng monk, showed as 
the miraeulouB cross, and narrated the niiraclo 
which it had eSected. Wiiimsical as I am, I 
probably did not appear incredulous on this 
occasion. I have now and then my attacks of 
belief in marvels, especially when, aa in this 
instance, the place and the hour are favourable 
to them, and I then believe that everything in 
the world is a miracle and all history a legend. 
Was I inspired with the faith in marvels of 
Francesca, who kissed the cross with the wildest 
enthusiasm ? I was vexed and annoyed with 
the wild mockery of the witty English lady — 
perhaps I waa tlie more irritated by it since I 
felt that I was not myself entirely free from the 
contagion, yet still regarded it as by no means 
praiseworthy. It canuot be denied that the 
passion for ridicule and mockery, the delight in 
the incongruity of things, has something evil in 
it, while seriousness is more allied with the 
better feelings— virtue, the sense of liberty, and 
love itself are very serious. Meanwhile there 
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are Iiearta io which jeat and earnest, the bad and 
the holy, heat and cold, mingle so strangely that 
it would be difficult to pass a separate jud'jment 
on either, Such a heart swam in the bosom of 
Matilda ; often it was a freezing island of ice on 
whose polished mirror-like ground there bloomed 
forth deeply longing, glowing forest'5 of palms; 
88 often an enthusiastic blazing volcano, whioh 
was suddenly overwhelmed by a laughing ava- 
lanclie of snow, Slie was by no means evilly in- 
clined, with all her abandon — not even sensuous ; 
nay, I believe that she had only caught the 
humorous side of sensuality, and delighted her- 
self with It aa with a merry, ridiculous puppet- 
show. It was a humorous longing, a sweet 
curiosity to know how this or that queer char- 
acter wuuld behave when in love. How entirely 
difTerent was Francesca I There was a catholic 
unity in all her thoughts and feelings. By day 
she was a pale yearniug moon, by night a glow- 
ing sun. Moun of my days 1 sun of my nights ! 
I shall never see tbee again ! 

" You an' right," said my Lady; " I also believe 
in the wonder-working powers of a cross. I am 
cunvinced that if the Marquis does not hig'^-le 
and hesitate too long over the diamond cross it 
will certainly work a brilliant miracle on tha 
Signora, and she will be at last so dazzled by iM 
brilliancy as even to be enamoured of liis noa& 
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And I hftve often heurd of tbe miraculous powera 
of crosses of nobility which have the power of 
ohanging an honest luau into a rascal." 

And 80 the beautiful lady ridiculed everything. 
She flirted with the poor sacristan, made the 
drollest excuses to the bishop with the worn-out 
nose, declining in the politest manner any return 
of her call, and as we came to the hoiy-water 
font she again attempted to turn me into an ass. 

Whether it was a sincere mood inspired by 
the place, or whether it was that I felt inclined 
to rebufi* as sharply as possible this jest, which 
really vexed me, I know not, but I assumed the 
appropriate pathos, and spoke — 

" My Lady, I have no liking for those of yom 
BGx who despise religion. Beautiful women with- 
out religion are like flowers without perfume, 
resembling those cold, sober tulips which look 
upon us from their porcelain vases, as though 
they themselves were of porcelain, and which, if 
they could speak, would without doubt explain 
to ua how very naturally they grow from a bulb, 
how all-sufScieut it is for any one here below 
not to smell badly, and how, bo far as perfume 
is concerned, a rational flower has no need of ib 
whatever." 

Even at the very mention of a tnlip my Lady 
was in a state of the most passionate excitement, 
and as I spoke her idiosyncrasy against the 
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flower acted bo powerfallj that she held her 
cars as if desperate. It was half ol' it acted, 
bat half was piqued earnestness as ebe cast at 
nie a bitter glance, and asked from her very 
heart, and with all the sharpness of irony — 

" And you, dear flower, which of the current 
relitjions do you profess ? " 

" I, ray Lady, have them all; the perfume of 
my soul rises to heaven and overcomes even the 
immortal goda themselvea." 



CHAPTER XtL 

Ab Signora could not understand our conversa- 
tion, wliicli waa carried on principally in En^liah, 
she conceived the idea — Lord knows howl — 
that we were quarrellio'^' about the pre-eminence 
of our respective nationa. Siie therefore began 
to praise the English and the Germans also, 
although at heart she regarded the former as 
wanting sense and the latter as stupid. And 
she liad a peculiarly bad opinion of the Pmasians, 
whose conntry, according to her geography, lay 
far beyond Eu^jUnd and Germany; while her 
worst ill-will was reserved for the King of 
Pnisaia, the great Federigo, before whom her 
enemy, Signora Seraphina, had danced the pre- 
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viotis year iü a ballet at her benefit ; for, singulaT 
enough, tliis King, that is to say, Frederick the 
Great, still Uvea on the Italian stage and in the 
memory of the Italian people. 

" No," said my Lady, without paying the 
slightest attention to Signorn's sweet caresaea 
and blandiahtuents — "no, it is not necessary to 
change this man into an ass. Why, be not only 
changes his opinions every ten steps and con- 
tinually contradicts himself, but now he even 
turns missionary, and, upon my word, I believe 
he is a Jesuit in disguise. 1 must make up 
devout faoea myself to be safe, or else he'll give 
me over to his fellow-bypocrites in Christ, to 
the dilettanti oE the Holy Inquisition, who will 
bum me in effigy, since the police do not as yet 
permit them to throw people in person into the 
fire. Oh I honourable gentleman, dear sir, don't 
believe that I am as inteiligunfc aa I seem to be ; 
indeed, I am not wanting in religion, I am not a 
tulip ; on my honour, no lulip I — for heaven's 
sake, no tulip — I had rather believe anything I I 
believe now in the principal thioga iu the Bible. 
1 believe that Abraham begat Isaac, that Isaac 
begal Jacob, and that Jacob begat Judah, and 
that Judab in turn 'knew' hia daughter-in-law 
Taniar on tije highway. I believe, too, that Lot 
drank too much with his daughtera I believe 
that Potiphar's wife kept in her hands the robes 
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of Joseph. I believe that both the eMers who 
surprised Susanna in her bath were very old. 
Moreover, I believe that the patriarch Jacob 
cheated first his brother and tlien his father-in- 
law, that King David gave Uriah a good appoint- 
meat in the army, that Solomon got himaeif a 
thousand wives nnd then complained that all 
was vanity I I believe in tiie Teti Oommand- 
nients, too ; and even keep most of them. I do 
not covet my neighbour's ox, nor his maid- servant, 
nor hia cow, nor hia ass. I do not wurk on the 
Sabbath, the seventh day on wliicli the Lord 
rested ; yet, to be on the aafe side, since we 
don't know exactly which waa tlie seventh day 
of rest, I often do nothing through the whole 
week. But, as for the commandments of Ohrist, 
I always obeyed the one which is moat important 
— that we should love our enemies — for, ah I those 
persons whom I have best loved were always, 
without my knowing it. my worst enemies." 

"For heaven's sake, Matilda, do not weep!" I 
cried, aa there once more darted forth a tone of 
the acutest anguish from the moat genial mockery, 
like a serpent from a bed of flowera. I well 
knew that tone which often thrilled the wild and 
witty crj'stal heart of the straui^e and lovely 
woman— powerfully, it waa true, but never for a 
long time ; and 1 well knew that it would vanish 
08 readily as it had risen before the first jest 
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which one wonld utter to her or which would 
flit throii^jh her own soul. While she etood 
leaning against the monastery gate, pressing ha 
burning cheeks against the cold stone and wiping 
the tears from her eyes with her long hair, I 
tried to revive her merry mood by mystifying 
poor Francesca, giving the latter the moat im- 
portant particulars of the Seven Years' War, 
which appeared to be to her a matter of especial 
interest, and which she believed to be still going 
on. I told her many interesting thini^a of the 
great Federigo, ilie witty gaiter-god of Suns 
Souci who invented the Prussian monarchy, and 
when young played right well on the Huce and 
made French verses, Francesca asked me if the 
Prussians or the Germans would conquer ; for, as 
I have already intimated, she supposed the former 
to be an entirely diSereut race, and it is indeed 
common enough in Italy to imply by the name 
Germans only the natives of Austria, Signora 
was not a little astonished when I told her that 
I myself had lived for a long time in the CapiiaU 
ddla Prussia, that is to say, in Berelino, a city 
which lies very far up on the map, nut far from the 
North Pole. She shuddered aa I depicted to her 
the dangers to which one is there exposed from 
the Polar bears which stray ai>out the streets. 
" For, dear Francesca," I explained to har, " in 
Spitzbergen there are by far too many bears, 
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which lie there in garrison, and they sometimes 
visit Berlin, cither inspired by desire to see the 
' bear ' ' and the Bassa, or else to eat a good 
dinuer at Bejermaun'a in the Cafö Royal, an 
indn!g(;nce wliich sometimes costs more money 
than they have with them, in which caae one uf 
the bears is boaud down there until his com- 
panions return and puy for bim, whence the 
expression 'to bind a bear' originated. Many 
bear» live in the city itself ; yes, sooie people 
even assert that Berliu owes it« orij^du to the 
bears and ought really to be called Bearlin. 
The town bears are, however, very tame, and 
some of them are so hiirhly educated that they 
write the most heautiFul tragedies and compose 
the lineBt music. Wolves are also very common 
there, hut as they generally go clad in sheep's 
cloLldng on accouut of the cold, they are difficult 
to I'ecognise. ' Snow-geese ' ' flutter about there 
aud sing bravura airs, wliÜe reindeer,' who are 
datr eiiougli tu their tenants, reign with undis- 



' IC may be niiuftrkad that s " beai " dkI uqIj aigtiiSet u 
debt, but in kIhi luod li; Btuitviita u an abuiive cpilhot. It 
U ia thia latter mdm u well u Ihn foraua tbftt Hein« bars 
uaea it. 

' Sehnecgatnte, hum ScAnergaiii. Latiu, ^turr htfperioiaii*, 
•oft wbitu [in)U)> miuui ol tin.- kind whioh reminded Tliftckiiray 
of rabbi ti. 

) JIatndiiere, a reindeer. Ktntitrr, une who Uvea on bia rent^ 
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puted BWay as conuoiaseurs in art. On tbe 
whole tlie Berliners live very temperately and 
industriously, and most of tliem sit buried up to 
tlieir navels in snow, writiiif; works of positive 
religion, devotiunal books, religious tales lor 
daughters of Che higher classes, catechisms, 
sermons for every day iu the year, Eloha poems, 
and are meauwbile very moral, for Uiey ait up 
to the navel iu snow." 

" Are the Berliners, then. Christians ? " cried 
Siguora, in amazement. 

"Their Ohrisüanity is of a peculiar species. 
This religion is at bottom utterly and entirely 
wanting in them, and they are also much too 
reasouable to seriously practise it. But as tliey 
know that Christianity is necessary in a Stale, so 
that the subjects may be nicely obedient, and 80 
that people may not steal and murder too much, 
they endeavour with great eloquence to at least 
convert their fellow-beings to Christianity, seek- 
ing, as it were, ' substitutes ' in a religiou whose 
maintenance is desirable to them, and whose 
strict practice as well as profession would give 
them too much trouble, In this dilemuia they 
enjoy the zealous service of poor Jews, who are 
obliged to become Christians for tht^m ; aud as 
t.bis race will do anything for gold and for good 
words, they have at length exercised themselves 
completely into the very depths of Christianity. 
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Tc3, so deeply tliat tliey cry out as well as tiie 
best against unbelief, fight as for Ufa aud death 
for the Trinity, believe in it even in the dog-days, 
i-agQ ngainst the naturalists, slip secretly around 
in inniiy Innds as missionaries and spies of tlie 
faith, circulate edifying tracts, roll up their eyes 
better than any one iu the churches, make the 
most hypocriticnl faces, and act piely with euch 
euccesa that the old 'two ot a trade' envy ig 
beginning already to show itself, and the ancient 
masters of the business eecrotly l>cwail that 
Christianity is at present entirely iu the hands 
of the Jews." 



CHAPTER XIII. 

TnOüOH Signora did not understand me, you at 
least, dear reader, will have no dilliculty in doing 
Bo. My Lady also understood nie, and the effect 
thereof was to revive her good-humour. Ent as 
I — (I do not really know if it was done with a 
BeriouB expression) — undertook to assert thai tho 
multiludo needed a sottled religion, she could not 
refrain from again attacking me in her peculiar 
manner. 

" People must havo a religion I " ehe cried. 
"Always must I hear that text preached by a 

VOL. u. u 
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llioiisanil stup;d 
liyiTocriticuI lips- 



aiid liy endless thousaiiJa of 



" And yet, my LaJy, it is true. As the 
mother cannot answer every question to tlio 
child with tmth hecause its power of comprehen- 
sion 13 not sufficient, 30, in hlce manner, thero 
must be a positive religion, a Church which can 
nuswor for the people according to tlioir compre- 
Iiensioo and rc-duce to the test of the senses all 
such questions as transcend sensaliun." 

" Oh, misery, Doctor I your voiy comparison 
puts me in mind o£ a stoiy, which, in its appli- 
cation, is not very favourahlo to your theoiy. 
While I wa3 yet youny in Dublin " 

" Aud I.iy on your back " 

" Pshaw ! Doctor, there's no speaking a reason- 
ahla word with you — stop laughing at me, I any, 
in that indecent way and listen. Wliile I wa3 
still young in Dublin and sat at my mother's feet, 
I once asked what people did with the old full- 
moons. 'My dear chUd,' said motlicr, 'the Lord 
breaks the old moons to fjieces with tiio sugar- 
hammer and makes little stars of them.' One 
shouldn't blame njy mother for telling auch a 
story, for with tha very best astronomical know-- 
ledge she could newr have explained to mo tho 
whole system of the sun, moon, oud stars, aud 
she acconlingly answered tlie supernatural ques- 
tion in a natuial way. But it would have been 
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better liad she put off the question until I waa 
older, or at least told me tlie pluio truth ; for 
when I afterwarJs was looking; with little Lucy 
nt the full-moon, and explained to Iter how Gtara 
were to bo made from it, she langhed at me, and 
said that her grand mglher, old Mrs. O'Meara, had 
told her that the fuU-tiiooüs were eaten in hell 
for ßre-melona, and because there was no sugar 
there they sprinkled them with pepper and salt. 
As Lucy had at first laughed at my iiaive 
evangelic opinion, so I now laughed at her 
gloomy Catholic idea. From laughing wo got to 
fighting; we banged and we spit at each other 
in the real polemic Btylo, until little O'Donnel 
came out of school and separated us. This 
hoy had been better instructed tiian we in the 
licaveuly science; he understood mathematics, 
end calmly explained to us our mutual erroi-a 
and the folly of our quaiTel. And what was the 
result! Why, we two girls at onco stopped our 
quarrel and united our forces to give the quiet 
little mathematician a good heating." 

" My Lady, I am troubled, grieved at what you 
Bay, for you are in the right. But matters can't 
be changed. People will always go on fighting 
as to tlie pre-eminence of the conceptions of 
religion which were first instilled into their 
minds, and the reasonable men among them will 
thereby be doomed to double suffering. Once, 
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of courec, things \vero ditTcreiit, when it aevat 
octurred to any one to particularly extol tlio 
doclrines or soleniniLy of his I'digion or to presa 
it on any one. Iti-ligion was a dear and beau- 
tiful tradition; lioly narratives, commemorative 
festivals and mysteries wore handed down from 
ancestors as t!ie sacred family rites of the people, 
and it would have been a liarsh and cruel thing 
fur a Greek if a foreijnier, not of hia race, had 
demanded fellowship in the same religion with 
liiw ; and it would have seemed to him a still 
moie iuhiimno thing to induce any one by com- 
pulsion or cunning to give np the religion to 
wliich ho was bom and to substitute for it a 
strange one. But there came a race from Egypt, 
from the fatherland of the crocodile and of 
lu-iestbood, and in addition to cutaneous diseases 
and the stolen vessels of gold and silver, this 
race brouglit with it a so-called positive religion, 
n ao-calied Ciiurch, a structure of dogmas, in 
which men must believe, and holy ceremonies 
which men must celebrate, the first type of later 
religions of State. Tlien arose the endless finding 
cf faults in human nature, the making of prose- 
lytes, tlie compulsion of faith, and all that holy 
torture which has cost tlie human race so mach 
blood and so many tears." 

"God damn this priiiifW race!"' 

' Ootldamm . diaa UruAchiili, 
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"0 Matilda 1 it lias long l>een damned, and 
hns dmgged tlie agonies of its danmntion with it 
for thousands of years. this E^;ypt ! Ler 
works defy time, her pymmida atiU aland «n- 
shattcred aa ot old, her mummies are aa imper- 
ishable as ever; and not less imperishable is 
that mummy of a race which wanders over the 
world wrapped in most ancient swath ing-bands 
of letters, a petrified fragment of the History of 
ibe World, a spectre which gets its living by 
trading in biila of exchange and old pantaloons. 
My I^dy, do you see yonder that old man wilh 
a white beanl, the point of which seems to bo 
growing black again, a Dian with ghost-like eyes ?" 

"Are not tlie ruins of the old Eoman gravea 
there ? " 

" Yes. And iIjcpq he sits olTering bis prayer, a 
fearful prayer, in which he bewails his sufferinya 
and accuses races which have long since vanished 
from the caith and now live only in nursery 
legends, while he, in his pain, scarce marks that 
ho sita on the graves of those very enemies for 
whose destruction he prays to Heaven." ^ 



' The re(on-nce lierc nppcan to be to tha llebrcn prnyer- 
poFDi, " A kid, ft kid," given in full in the Rabbi of BnthnrBch, 
The old mun «ilh tbe block - an il-w Lite beard iniliotci lbs 
Wandering Jew. — A'otc by Tramlalor. 
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cnAPTER xrv. 

I sroKB in the previous clmpter of positive 
re!igion3 only so far as as tlioy are especially 
privileged by the State as Churches, unJer the 
nniuQ of State religions. Diit there is a pious 
dialectic, dear reader, which will prove to you in 
the most convincing luaiiner that the opponent 
o£ the ecclesiastical system of such a religion of 
Slate is also an enemy of rdigion and of the 
State, an enemy of God and of the King, or, as 
the oommou formula reads, an enemy of the 
throne and of the altar. Eut / toll you that it 
is a lie; I honour the real holiness of every 
religion, and conform myself to the interests of 
the Slate. And if I do not render liomage 
and devote myself to Anthiopomorph sm, I still 
■believe in the power and g'ory of God ; ' and even 
thongh kings are so insane as to resist the spiiit 
of the people, or even so ignohle as to oppress 
their organs hy neglect and persecution, I stili 
remain, in accordance with my deepest eonvic- 
tion, an udherent to the kingdom and to the 
monarchii-'nl principle. I do not hate the throne, 
but I do those windy nothings of aristocratic 
Vermin which have nestled in the crannies of 



' Tliia recalla Madame de Stael, nliD did Cot bclioTe in 
CbaGts,but was very much afnld ol tbcm. — .Vole bg Trandator. 
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the old tlirone, and whose clinractpr Montesquieu 
has desctihed bo accurately with the words, 
"Ambition hand-iii-hand with Indolence, Vul- 
garity allied to Pride, the lonf;ing to become rich 
without labour, the dislike of truth ; flattery, 
treachery, faith lessneas, and the breaking ot 
words, the contempt ol the duties oE the citizen, 
the fear of princely viitue, and an interest in 
princely vice I " I do not hate iha altar, but I 
hate the serpents ^vhiih luik amid the loose 
stones of the old altar; those iiiali';nantly cun- 
ning snakes which can smile iunoccntly as 
flowers, while tliey secretly spirt their poison 
into the cup of life, and hiss slander into iho 
ear of the pious one prayin<!; those glossy 
gliding worms with soft, sweet wurds — 



'Mi'l in ore, verlin Inclii 
Ftl in corde, fraua in fiiclis. 



"i 



' It virre B [ilty tii ipire the lover or L.ilJn rliymn a lino nS 
tliii RiiB iild provert), whlcti erockln like n file nt Iwi^ii Id «n 
many ecccntrlo collectiona ut the «{xtecnth kiid lUYfiitePiilll 
ceiituriei : — 

"Multii nnnli j.im pernctii 
NuHa fiilL'B «t in pactjd, 
McI in ore, vcrbn lactli, 
Fel in cordf, tram in fnctii ; " 

■tid «hich is ttonslotcd m foUoBf« in my work, "The Skctfll* 
Buok d[ Mi-iater Katl i "— 

" Fi>t many yara, iry friend, Iho fnct i» 
That huQuty li nut of jirnclloe 
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And just because I am a friend o£ tlie Statu 
and of religion do I hute Lliat abortion termed 
the religion of State, Üiat mockery of a creation, 
vhicli was born of the lewd love of the worldly 
and Ute spiritual powura, that mula which tho 
■while staiiiou of Anti-Chiist bejjot upon the ehe- 
asa of Clirist If there were no such religion ot 
State, no privilege of dogma and of a religion, 
Gernniiy would ha united and strong, and her 
sous lordly and free. But as it is, our poor 
fatherland is torn by divisions of creeds; the 
people are separated into warring parties in re- 
ligion ; Proteätaiit subjects quarridl with Cutholio 
princes, or vice versd; everywhere there is uustnist, 
or crypto- Cntliolicism or crypto- ProtestauUsni, 
accusations of heresy, espionage of views and 
otiinions, pietisui, mysticism, smelling of rats by 
Church journals, sectarian hatred and zeal for 
convL-rsion; so that while we iiglit for heaven 
abovi", we are all going to the devil hc-re on 
earth below. An iudifTerenlism in religion would 
be, perhaps, the only thing which could save us, 



Anil lii'iiisd »"Ords »ni! fawning uiü\e 
Are evo( mixed iritb [tnud auil gqila." 

1 linre BomcwhcTD met witli BDolhur rcraiun ol time rhyniGI, 
In nbicb tbe Snt line ivns given thiia ; — 

" Omoibiu rubiu jam pctactin." 

Sgtti bg Tranrialtr, 
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and liy becoming weak in Taith Gei'many might 
grow politically strong. 

But it is a^ ruinous tur religion itself, and 
for her holy existence, when siie is clad with 
privileges, and when her servants are especially 
endowed by the State witJi power to represent it, 
EO that one hnnd, ns it were, washes the other, tho 
religions the worldly, nnd via versa, from which 
& wish-wash results wiiich is to ihe blessed Lord 
ft folly and to man a torture. If the State has 
opponents, ihey will become foes to the religion 
which confora privileges on the State, nnd con- 
sequently renders them allies; and even the 
innocent believer will become mistrustful when 
he detects political objects in religion. But the 
most repulsive of all is the pride of tlie priests 
when they, for the service which they think 
they have done the State, presume to count upon 
tho suiiport of the latter, and when they, iu 
return fur tho spirilnni fetters which they have 
lent the State to Liud the people, betake thcrn- 
selves to the protection of the State's bayonets. 
Iteligion can never sink so low as when she is in 
such a manner raised to a religion of State; her 
last claim to innocence is then vitiated, and sho 
becomes as brazenly proud as a declared con- 
cubine. Of course, more homage and assurances 
of reverence are then made lier ; she every day 
celebrates now conquests in gleaming procesaiona. 
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wlierfl even generals who once servcJ uriJer 
Buouapurte bear torclics; the proudest spirits 
Bwear fidelity to her banner, day by liayunbelisvera 
are converted and baptized; but all this pouring 
oil of water butters no parsiiipa, and llie new 
recruits of the religion of State are like those of 
Falstaff — they fill the churchyard. As for self- 
sacriöce, no one even speaks of such a thing ; iba 
missionaries with their tracts and books travel 
about lilie commercial agents with iheir samples 
— there is no longer any danger iu the business, 
and all goes on in a regnhir mercantile economi- 
cal form. 

Only so long as religions arc rivals, and more 
persecuted than persecutors, are llicy noble ami 
worthy of honour, and only then i!o we find 
inspiration, sacritice, martyrs, aud palms. How 
benutiful, how holy and lovely, how strangely 
sweet was the Ciiristianily of the early ages 
while it as yet resembled its Divine Founder iu 
lliQ heroism of suffering I Then there was still 
the legend of a God, all their own, wbo, iu the 
form of a gentle youth, wandered under the palms 
of Palestine and preached human love, and set 
forth tlioso doctrines of freedom and of equality 
which at a later day were recognised as true by 
tlic reason of the greatest thinkers, and which as 
a Kreuch gospel inspired our ago. Put let any 
DUG compare that religion of Christ with th<i 
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difTercnt Clirislinnities wlijcli have been formed 
in diSTereut countries as religions of State; for 
instance, tlie Itoinan Apostolic Catholic Church, 
or even that CaUiolicism without poetry ' which 
we see ruling hs " High Church of England ; " that 
dismal, crumbling skeleton of fiiith from which 
all fresh life has departed [ The monopoly of 
system is as injurious to religions as to trades; 
tliey are only strong and energetic by free com- 
petition, and they will again bloom up in their 
primitive purity and beauty so soon as the 
political equality of tlie Lord's service, or, so to 
speak, so soon as tJie tiadea-freedoni of tho 
divinities, ia introduced. 

The noblest-minded men in Europe have long 
since asserted that this is the only muaus to 
preserve religion from nn utter overthrow; but 
its present servants would sooner sacriTice the 
altar itself tlian tlie least tiling which 13 sacrificed 
on itj just as the nobility would sooner give up 
to utter destruction tlie throne and the illustrious 
Highness seated thereon tlian tliat he should 
seriouäly give up the most improper of his proper 
privileges. But is the afTected interest for throne 
and altar only a mocking show played off beforo 
tho people ? He who bns been behind the scenes 

vsterics of the business 



peeped 



.!)•! 



' Hiil HDtence >eta lorth perfectly Iti^lae'ii cxtreiai: igiiuroDM 

of Ibv fniwr l\k of England.— i^'ofc iy Tranihtor. 
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l;nows Itiat ihe priests do not so mucli as tlia 
laity respect that God whom lliey, for tlieir own 
profit and at will, knead from bread and words, 
and tlint the nobility respect the king much less 
tlmn s serf would liavc them do, and tbat tlicy 
in tlieir hearts scorn and despise even that royalty 
lor which they in public manifest 3o much honour 
and Beck to awakeu respect in others ; iu fact, 
they resemble those people who exhibit for money 
to the g'^P'^S puhlic in bootlis on the markel- 
place a liarculca, or a. giant, or a dwarf, or n 
savage, or a firo-cator, or some oUier remarkable 
man of whom they praise the strength, size, 
bravery, and invulnerability; or if he is a dwarf, 
his wisdom. All this they do with the most 
incredible readiness of speech, blowing at times 
their trumpet, and wearing a gaily-coloured 
jacket, while in their heaits they laugh at the 
roiidy faith of the starincj people, and mock tlie 
poor bcpraised subject, who by dint of daily inter- 
course has become very uninteresting to them, 
and whose weaknesses and whose arts, acquired by 
training, ihey understand only too accurately. 

Whether the blessed Lord will long aufTer iha 
priests to pass off a bugbear for iiim and mako 
money by the show is more than I knuw; — at 
least it would cause me no suprise if I should soma 
day read iu the Ilamhitrg Impartial Correspondent 
that the old Jehovah warus every one against 



THE CITY OP LUCCA. 



VT 




giving credit ia Lis name to any oue, no matter 
wlio he be, or even to liia own son. But I am 
convinced — and time will show it — ibat ihur« 
will come a day when kings will no longer sub- 
mit to be tlie show-puppets of their biyli-bom 
despisers, when ihey will burst loose from 
eticjHctte and break down the marble booths 
in wliich they are shown. Then they will diä- 
tlninrully cast aside the shining frippery* in- 
tended lo impose upon the people, the red 
mnnUe which terrifieil, in sucli n headsman-liko 
Tiinnner, the diamond tiara which was pulled over 
their ears that they might not hear the voices of 
Ihe people, tlio golden rod given as a sham sign 
of supremacy into their hands j and the kings 
Bet free will become free as other men, and walk 
freely among them, and feel free, and marry freo, 
and express their opinions freely, and thai will 
he the emancipation of monarchs. 



CHAPTER XT. 

But what are the aristocrats to do when they shall 
have been robbed of their orowned means of Bub« 



' Pluiulcr io the origliml moiuiing frippery, property, ttul^ 

biig),'&{,i-, and airo plunder. Tile ruiine word U used in tbe mom 
H'Uses ia tbs Weattrn Uuitrd States. "So Tum |j>il Judj lad 
■11 licr |iliiti<Ji r " (CViKitcK'i Almunm). In America lliii w.-i« da. 
rived irum t!i« CaaaiilBn ur rrencli buiin. — I^'oU b'j Tramla'or, 
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sisteDce, wlien kings are a Epecial property of 
the people, mniataiiiing an honourable and stable 
government according to the will of the people 
— the only source of all power ? What will the 
prieets do when kioga perceive that a little con- 
Becrated oil cannot make any human head gnil- 
lotine-proof, just as the people on their part leara 
from day to day that do one can grow fat on 
Bacramentol wafera 1 Well, of course nothing 
will then remain for the aristocracy and clergy 
save to join bauds and cabal and intrigue against 
the new order of things in this world. 

Vain efforts I The age like a fiery giantess 
tranquilly advances, giving no heed to the chatter 
of the snappish priestlings and lordlings down 
below. How they howl whenever one of them 
has burnt his snout on the foot of the giantess, or 
when she has trodden unwittingly upon a head or 
two, BO that the dark reactionary poison spirts 
forth ! Then their vindictiveness turns all the 
more bitterly against single children of the age, 
and, powerless against the mass, they seek to os- 
Euage their cowardly spark of spirit on individuals. 

Ah ! we must confess that many a poor child 
of the age feels none the less the stabs which he 
receives in the dark from lurking lords and priests; 
and oh 1 though a glory gathers around the wounds 
of the conqueror, yet they still bleed and smart! 
It is a strange martyrdom that which such con- 
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rjuerors endure in our days, and one wliicli caniiot 
be done away with by bold confession, aa in tliose 
early ages wlien the martyrs found a speedy 
scaffold, or tbe burning pile with its wild httrntbs I 
The spirit of martyrdom to sacrifice all earthly 
things for a heavenly jest is stilt the same as 
ever; but it baa lost rauch of its deepest cheer- 
fulness of faith ; it has become rather a resigned 
endurance, a firm holding out, a life-long dying; 
and it even happens that in cold grey hours even 
the holiest martyrs are assailed by doubts. There 
is nothing so terrible as houra liko those wherein 
Alarcus lirutus began to doubt tjie reality of that 
\irtue for which he had suffered all things. And, 
nhj he was a Koman who lived in the palmy 
days of the Stoa; but we are of modem softer 
stuff, and withal we witness the successful course 
of a philosophy which grants to any inspiration 
whatever only a relative significance, and thus in 
itself annihilates it, or at any rate neutralises it 
into a self-conscious Don Quixutery. 

The cool, calm, cunning philosophers! How 
compassionately they smile on the self-torture 
and mad freaks of a poor Don Quixote, yet with 
all their school-wisdom do not perceive that that 
Don Quixotery is the most landable thing in lifo— 
yes, life itself — and that it inspires to bolder effort 
the whole world, and all in it which philosophises, 
plnys, plants, and gapes I For the great muss of 
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Ibe people with the philosopliera ia, witbout know- 
ing it, nothing but a colossal Sancbo Fanzn who, 
despite nit his sober dread of whippings and 
homely wisdom, Gtill folloivs the knigbt in all bin 
dangerous adventures, hired by the promised re- 
ward ia which he believea because he longs for 
it, but still more attracted by the mystic power 
which enthusiasm always eserts on tho masses — 
as we Eee in all political and religious revolutions, 
and it may be, also, daily in the smallest events. 

Thus, for example, you, dear reader, are in 
spite of yourself the Sancho Panza of the inmne 
poet whom you follow through the erratic mazes 
aC this book — it may be while shaking your Lead 
luiipgivingly, but whom yon still follow. 



ClIAPTEU XVL 

Rtrange ! " Tho Life and Deeds of the Sagacious 
Knight, Don Quixote de la Mancha," written by 
Don Miguel de Cervantes Soavedra, was the first: 
book which I read after I had attained a tolerably 
boy-age of discretion aud had become to a cer- 
tain degree familiar with the nature of letters. I 
can well remember the bit of leisure time when 
I early one morning stole away from home and 
Lasteued to the Court Garden, that I might read 
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"Don Quixote"witbont being disturbed. It was a 
beautiful May-day ; llie blooming epring lay lurk- 
ing in t!ie Bileiit morning ligbt, listening to tha 
sweet praises of lier flatterer the niglitingole ; anA 
the bird sang so softly and caressingly, with such 
tnelting entbuaiasm, that the most shanie-faced 
buds sprang into life, and the love-longing grass 
and the snn-rays quivering in perfume kissed 
more hurriedly, and trees and flowers trembled 
for sheer ntpttire. But I sat myself down on an 
old mosBy etono-bench in the so-called " Walk of 
Sighs," near the waterfall, anil solaced my little 
heart with tbo great adventures of the darinj» 
knight. In my childish uprightness of heart, I 
took it all in sober earnest, and ridiculously aa 
the poor hero was treated by luck, I still thuugbt 
that it was a matter of course, and must be sn, 
the being laughed at as well as being wounded, 
and that troubled me sadly as I sympathised with 
it oil in my soul, I was a child, and knew nothinj; 
of the irony which God had twined into big world 
as be created it, and I could have found it in my 
heart to weep tho bitterest tears when the noblo 
knight, for oil his heroic courage, received only 
ingratitude and blows ; and as I, who was as yet 
unpractised in reading, pronounced every word 
aloud, it WAS possible for birds ond trees, brook 
and flowers, to hear everything with me, ond as 
EUch innocent beings of nature knew as little as 
VOL. lU X 
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children orthe irony oftlie great world, tliey toot 
it all for eober earnest, and wept with me over the 
sorrows of the poor knight; even a worn-oat old 
oak sighed deeply, and the waterfall shook more 
rapidly his white beard and seemed to scold at 
the wickedness of the world. We felt that the 
heroic will of the knight was not the less worthy 
of admiration when the lion turned tail on him 
without wishing to Gght, and that his deeds were 
the more praiseworthy in proportion to the weak- 
ness and meagreneaa of his frame, the brittlenesa 
of his armour, and the worthlessness of his palfrey. 
We despised the base mob who treated him with 
Buch thrashing rudeness, and still more that mob 
of a higher rank, which, ornamented with gay silk 
attire, aristocratic phrase, and ducal titles, scorned 
n man who was in strength of soul eo immeasur- 
ably their snperior. Dalcinea's kuight rose higher 
in my estimation, and gained more and more in 
my love, the mure I read in that wondrous book — 
nud that I did ereiy day in the same garden, so 
that by the autumn I had concluded the story^ — 
and never, in all my life, shall I forget the day on 
which I read of the Borrowful combat wherein the 
knight was so ehamefully subdued ! 

It was a gloomy day ; hideoos clouds swept 
nlong the grey heaven ; the yellow leaves fell pain- 
fully from the trees ; heavy tears hung on the last 
flowers, which, fading in sorrow, sunk their dying 
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lie&ds ; the nightingales had long been silent ; the 
imfLge of all things passing away stared at me 
Btill and death-like on every Bide, — and ray heart 
was all but broken as I read how the noblo knight 
lay bewildered and crashed on the ground, and 
withont removing his vizor, spoke with weak and 
sickly voice to the victor as though from the 
grave: "Dulcinea is the fairest woman in the 
world, and I am the most nnfortumite knight on 
earth ; but it is not fit that my weakness should 
give the lie to this truth — so on with thy lance, 
tnight!" 

Ah I this gleaming knight of the silver moon, 
who conquered the bravest and noblest man in 
tlie world, was a disguised barber I 



CUAPTER XVIL 

TilAT was all long, long ago. Many fresh springs 
have bloomed since then, but they were all want- 
ing in their greatest charm ; for, alas I I no longer 
believe in the sweet falsehoods of the nightingale, 
the Ilatterer of spring, I know bow quickly the 
bloom passes away ; and when I see the latest 
rosebuds, I see them blooming forth glowing with 
pain, growing pale and scattering in the wind. 
On every hand I perceive a winter in disguise. 
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Bat in my breast tliat flaming love sttU bloomy 
nbich rises full of longing over the wLole earth 
and Bweeps dreamily and then ^ivildly throogh the 
yawning realms of heaven, is struck back by the 
cold stars, sinking again to thia little ball of 
earth, and which, with sighs and shouts of exalta^ 
tion, must confess that in all creation there is 
nothing more beautiful or better than the heart of 
man. This love is Inspii'ation, ever of a divine 
natare, whether her deeds be of folly or of wis- 
dom. And so it happened that the little boy by 
no means lavished those tears in vain which he 
Bhed over the sorrows of the mad knight, any 
more, indeed, than the youth did in later years, 
when he many a night in his narrow study wept 
over the death of the holiest heroes of liberty — 
over King Agis of Sparta, over Caius and Tibe- 
rius Gracchus of Home, over Jesus of Jerusaleni, 
and over Robespierre and Snint Just of Paris. 
Now that I have donned the tot/a virilis, and 
must myself be a man, there is an end to weeping, 
and the business in hand is to act like a man, 
after the manner of great predecessors, and, if 
God 80 wills, to be wept in torn in future years 
by boys and youths. Yes, these are the ones on 
whom we may count in this cold age; for they 
will be inspired by the gloomy breath which is 
wafted to them from ancient lore, and it is tbna 
that th^y appreciate the hearts of (lame of the 
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■present agp. Youth is unselÜBh in tlioiiglit and 
in feeling, and therefore thinks and feela tlia 
truth most deeply, nnd ia not backward when a 
bold participation in Taith or deed is called for. 
Older people are selSsh and small-aouled ; they 
think more of the interest of their money than of 
the interest of mankind ; they let their little boat 
Bwim calmly alon^f in the ditch of Ufo. troubling 
themselves but little as to the sailor who on the 
high Beaa fights the billows; or they creep with 
sticky obstinacy to the summit of a mayoralty, 
or to the presidency of a club, and shrug their 
shoulders at the images of heroes which the storm 
cast down from the pillars of renown ; telling, per- 
haps, meanwhile, how they too, when young, also 
ran their heads against the wall, but that they 
afterwards made friends with the wall, because 
the wall was the Absolute, that which was ap- 
pointed Eo to be, the existing in and for itself, 
that which because it is, is also reasonable, and 
that therefore he is nnreasonablo who will nob 
endure a sublimely reasonable, nndeniably exist- 
ing, firmly grounded Absolutism. Alas! these 
rejecters anil challengers, who philosophise us 
into a mild servitude, are always more worthy of 
regard than the rejected ; who, in the defence of 
despotism, never take stand on the reasonable 
ground of reason, but, strong in their familiarity 
with history, defend it as a right of prescription 
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and cDstom with wtiich men liave Rradunlly grown 
familiär in the course of ürue, and which is non 
legally and equitably impregnable. 

Ahl I will not, like Ham, lift the cloth from 
the shams of the Fatherland, but it is terrible 
how it has been agreed on among us to make 
eiaveiy a matter of gossip, and how German philo- 
sophers and historians who torment their braina 
about every despotism, however stupid or ci-azy 
it may be, defend it aa reasonable or just 
" Silence is the honour of slaves," saya Tacitus ; 
those philosophers and historians assert the con- 
trary, and point to the ribbons of honour in their 
button-holes. 

Perhaps you are in the right, and I am only a 
Don Quixote ; and the reading of all manner of 
etrnuge books has turned my head, as the knight 
of La Mancha'a was turned ; and Jean Jacqaea 
Rousseau was ray Amadis de Gaul, Mirabeau was 
my Roldan or Agramanto, and I have studied too 
deeply in the heroic deeds of the French Paladins, 
and of the Round Table of the National Conven- 
tion. It is trne that my madness and the lUed 
ideas which I have gathered from those books are 
of a diametrically different description from the 
monomania and madness of the Manchan. He 
was desirous of restoring decaying chivalry to its 
pristine splendour, while I, on the contrary, would 
utterly destroy all that there is as yet remaining 
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from those days ; and we, consequently, work with 
views tit utter variance. JJy tolleagne regarded 
windmills as giants; I, bowever, in the braggart 
giants of tbe day see only noisy windmills. Ha 
tbougbt that leathern wine-sacks were mighty 
magicians, while I in our cotemporary enchanters 
eee nothing but leather-headed wine-aacks. He 
look beggarly pothouses for castles, ass-drivers for 
cavaliers, low prostitutes for court-ladies; while I 
take our castles for mere inns for blackguards, 
our knights for ass-drivers, our court-ladiea for 
common whores j and, as he mistook a puppet- 
show for the deeds o£ a State, eo do I regard our 
State deeds as mere puppet-coraedies ; yet just 
as bravely as the bold knight of La Mancha do 
I let drive into the wooden trash. Ah 1 sDch a 
heroic deed often costs me as much as it did him, 
and I must, like him, often sulTer much for the 
honour of my lady. If I would only be false to her 
from fear or base avarice, I might live comfortably 
in this absolute e.tisting reasonable world, and I 
could lead some lovely Jlaritomea to the altar, 
and be blessed by sleek magicians and banqueb 
with noble ass-drivers, and beget harmless novels 
and the like base little slaves! Instead of that, 
adorned with the three colours of my lody.I must 
constantly be taking my place on the combating- 
ground, and dash onward through fearful toil and 
tumult ; and I fight my way through no victory 
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wliicb dees not also cost me some Iieart's blood. 
By day and nigLb I am in extremity, for tbose 
enemieü are so treacherous that many whom I 
long ago struck down to death etiU give them- 
Belres the guise of living forms, and, changing 
into every shape, weary and disgust me by day 
and by night. How many sufferings have I en- 
dured tlirough these wretched ghosts! Whera 
love bloomed for mo they stole in, the falsa 
stealthy spectres, and broke even the most inno- 
cent bnda. Everywhere, and most nne.tpectedly, 
I found on the gronnd their silvery trace of etirae, 
and, unless I beware, I may slip on it to my de- 
Etruction in the house of the nearest and dearest 
love. You may laugh, and regard such an:<ious 
feeling OS to idle phantoms as the delusions of a 
Don Quixote. Bub imagined woes pniu none the 
less; and if one believes that he has drunk hem- 
lock he may waste away, and, at least, certainly 
will not fatten on the thought. And it is a slander 
to say that I Jinve grown fat on it ; at least I have 
aa yet gained no fat siiiecnre, though I have the 
talent which would qualify me for one. As for 
fat, my fatality drives every trace of it from me,* 
1 fancy that every means has been taken to keep me 
lean ; when I hungered they fed me with snakes; 
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wlieii I tliirsteil llicy gave me wormwood to drink, 
and they poured Iiell into my heart till I wept 
poison and sighed fire. Yes ; they stole by night 
into my very dreams, nnd there I see horrible 
spectres, the noble lackey faces with gnashing 
teeth, the threatening banker noses, the deadly 
eyes glaring from cowls, the white ruffled hands 
with gleaming knives. 

liven the old lady who lives next to me, my 
neighbonr through the wall, thinks that I am in- 
sane, and declares that I talk the maddest stuff in 
my sleep, and that last night she distinctly heard 
me call out that "Dulcinea is the fairest woman 
in the world, and I am the most unfortunate 
knight on earth ; but it is not lit that my weak- 
ness shonld give the lie to this truth— so on with 
thy lance, knight ! " 



rOSTSOEIPT. 

November 1830. 

I DO not know what the peculiar feeling of rever- 
ence ivas whicli impelled me to moilify even the 
most trivial of several espresaions in the foregoing 
pages, and wliiclj, on a subsequent reading, ap- 
peared to be rather too barsh. The manuscript 
had already become as yellow as a corpse, and I 
could not persuade myself to mutilate it. Every- 
thing which baa been written for years seems to 
have an inherent right to remain uninjured; even 
these pages, which to n certain degree belong to a 
dark past For they were written nearly a year 
before the third Hegira of the Bonrbons.at time 
which was harsher than the harshest phrase ; a 
tiuoe when it seemed as if the battle for liberty 
might yet be delayed for a century. It was, to 
any the le;ist, a matter for critical and nice rellec- 
lion, when we saw our knightly nobility looking 
BO confident; how they had their faded coats-of- 
arms freshly painted; how they tourneyed with 
shield and spear at Munich and Potsdam; and 
bow they sat so proudly on their high steeda, aa 
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though they would ride to Quedlinburg to haye 
themselves retouched by Gottfried Basse. 

Still more insufferable were the triumphant and 
treacherous eyes of onr priests, who hid their long 
ears go slily under their cowls that we continually 
anticipated the most deadly wiles. Xo one could 
know beforehand that the noble knights would 
shoot BO wretchedly wide of the mark, and gene- 
rally from an ambuscade, or at least in galloping 
away with averted beads, like flying Bashkirs. 
Just as little could one know beforehand that tbo 
serpent-like sagacity of our priests could be so 
brought to shame. Abl it is enough to awaken 
one's pity to nee how stupidly they use their best 
poison, and how, in their mge, they throw th» 
arsenic in great lumps at our beads, instead of 
sprinkling it by the ounce and amiably in our 
Boup; how they rummage among the long-for- 
gotten children's clothes of their enemies to dis- 
cover some obsolete baby wrappings from which 
to nose out trouble; how they even rake the 
fnlbers of their enemies out of their graves to see 
if they perhaps were circumcised. Oh, the fools! 
who imagine that they have discovered that the 
lion belongs to the feline race; and with this 
natural historical discovery go hissing about so 
long, that finally the great cat exemplifies the rx 
nngue leoncm on their own flesh. Oh, the obscure 
wightel Qpon whom no light shines until they 
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hang in person on tLe lamp-post 1 Witli tba 
entrails of an nss would I string my lyre tbat I 
might worthily Bing them — the shorn blockheads I 

A mighty joy seizes on me! While I ait and 
write, mofiic eonuda nnder my window ; and in 
the elegiac grimness of the long-draivn-ont melody 
I recognise that Marseilles hymn with which the 
beautiful Earbaroux and his companions greeted 
the city of Paris; that rans des vetches of liberty, 
whose tones gave the Swiss in the Tuileries the 
home-sickness, that triumphant death-song of the 
Gironde — tJie old sweet cradle-song. 

What a song I It shudders through me with 
fire and joy, and lights up iu me the glowinj» 
stars of inspirntion and the rocltets of scorn and 
mockery. Yes, they shall not be wanting in the 
great fireworks of the age. Ringing fire-streams 
of song shall ponr forth in bold cascades from the 
sammit of Freedom's revels, üb the Ganges leaps 
from Himalaya I And thou, dear Satyra, daughter 
of the just Themis and of goat-footed Pan, lend 
me thine aid, for thou art, by the mother's side, of 
Titanic blood, and hatest like me ihe enemies of 
thy kin, the weak usurpers of Olympus. Lend 
me the sword of thy mother that I may exo- 
cute tha hated brood, and give me the pipes 
of thy father that I therewith may pipe them 
to death. 

Already they hear the deathly piping and panic 
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fears seize them, and they again take to flight in 

bestial forms as of old, whea we piled Pelion iipoa 

Osaa: — 

"Aiix onacs, citoyens 1" 

They did great injustice to ns poor Titans 
when they blamed the dark ferocity with which 
we raged npward in that storming of hea\¥n. 
Ah ! down there in Tartarus it was terrible and 
dark ; we heard there only the bowls of Cerberus 
and the rattling of chains ; and it is pardooable if 
we appear somewhat savage in comparison with 
those divinities, comme H fatii, who, so refined 
and elegant in manners, enjoyed in the cheerful 
saloons of Olympus so much exquisite nectar, and 
BO many sweet concerts given by the Muses, 

I can write no more, for the music under my 
window intoxicates my head.and still more forcibly 
am I moved by the refrain — 

*' Aux nnncs, citoyens | " 



ENGLISH FRAGMENTS. 
(1828.) 

"Happy Albion] merty old England I nliydid I U«Te theet 
—to üy from IIid socJcty of gcjitloTDon, &ad to be nmoni; a pack 
u[ lilickgTtard'S the only one wlio live* and acte with caiisciuus- 
Ben I " — W. Alius' Honourable People. 

The "Englisli Fragments" were partly written 
two years ngo for tie " Universal Political Annals," 
wbicb I at that time publisLed witli Liadner, to 
BDpply a want of the time, and believing tlieni to 
be appropriate, I liavo added them as a completion 
of the " Pictures of Travel." 

I trust that the aniiable reader wilt not mis- 
apprehend my object in giving these " English 
Fragments." I'erhaps I may, at a proper time, 
HDppIy further contributions of the same nature. 
Our literature is by no means too richly provided 
with them. Though Eugland has been frequently 
described by our novelists, Willibald Alexis la 
the only one who has set forth her local pecnli- 
arities and customs with tnie ontlina and colour, 
I believe that he was never in the country, and 
knows its physiognomy only by that strange in- 
in 
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tuition whicli renders a personal examination of 
tbe reality needless to a poet. In like inanuer, 
I myself wrote, eleven years ago, " William Bat- 
clifl'e," to which I here the more emphatically 
refer, since it not only contains an accurate pic- 
ture of England, hut also the germ of my later 
observations of the country, which I bad not 
then seen. The piece may be found in the 
" Tragedies, with a Lyrical Intermezzo, by Henry 
Heine. Eerlin, 1823, published by F. Duemmler," 

As for books of travel in England, I am con- 
fident that, with the exception of those of Archen- 
boltz and Gccde, there are none which eet forth 
matters as they really are there, which can be 
compared to a work published this year by Frankh, 
in Munich. I refer to "Letters of a Dead Man. 
A Fragmentary Diary kept in England, Wales, 
Ireland, and France in the Years 1828 and 1339." 

It is, moreover, in many other respects an ad- 
mirable book, and fully deserves tbe praise which 
Goethe and Varnhagen Von Enae have lavished on 
it in the " Berlin Annals of Scientific Criticism." 



Hoay Heine, 



HiUBuno, 
Nov. IS, 1830. 
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DULOGUE ON THE THAMES. 

.... Toe sallow man Etood near me on the 
deck, as I gazed on the green sliores of tlie 
Thames, while ia every comer of my BOol the 
nightingales awoke to life. " Land of Freedom I " 
I cried, " I greet thee ! Hail to thee, Freedom, 
young Bun of the renewed world 1 Those older 
Bans, Love and Faith, are withered and cold, and 
can no longer lif,'ht nor warm ua. The ancient 
myrtle woods, which were once nU too full, are now 
desertedj and only timid tnrtle-dovea nestle amid 
the Boft thickets. The old cathedrals, once piled 
in towering height by an arrogantly pions race, 
which fain would force its faith into heaven, ara 
brittle, and their gods have ceased to believe in 
themselves. Those divinities are worn ont, and 
onr age locks the imagination to shape new. 
Every power of the hnraan breast now tends lo 
a love of Liberty, and Liberty is, perhaps, the 
religion of the modern age. And it is a religion 
not pi'eaghed to the rich, but to the poor, and it 
has in like maimer its evangelifits, its martyrs, 
and its Iscariots ! " 

" Young enthusiast," said the sallow man, "you 
will not find what you Beek. Yoa may be in the 
right in believing that Liberty is a new religion 
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which will spread itself over all the world. But as 
every race of old, when it received Christianity, did 
80 according to its reqnireruents ood its peculiar 
character, so, at present, every country adopts 
from the new religion of liberty only that which 
is in accordance with its local needs and national 
character. 

"The Enclish are n domestic race, livin!? a 
limited, peaceable family life, and the English- 
nan Beeks in the circle of those connected with 
and pertaining to him that easy state of mind 
which is denied to him through bia innate social 
incapacity. The Englishman is, therefore, con- 
tented with that liberty which secures hia 
moat personal lights and guards his body, his 
property, and bia conjugal relations, his religion, 
and even bis whims, in the most nnconditional 
inanner, Ko one is freer in bia home than an 
Englishman, and, to use n celebrated expression, 
he IB king and bishop between his four stakes ; 
and there is mnch truth in the common saying, 
'My house is my castle.' 

"If the Englishman has the greatest need of 
personal freedom, the Frenchman, in case of need, 
can dispense with it, if we only grant him that 
portion of nniveraal liberty known as equality. 
The French are not a domestic but a social race; 
they ai-e no friends to a silent tiU-d-tiU, winch 
they call wjie conversation AnglaUe; they rno 
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gossipiDg about from tlie ca/d to the casino, and 
from the cosino to the salons; their light chara- 
^Bgne-blood and inborn talent for company drives 
them t O-Bocial l ife.whoae first and Iftstprinciple.yes, 
whose very soul ia eqciality. The development of 
the social principle in France necessarily involred 
that of equality, and if the ground of the ReTolo- 
tion should be sought in the Budget, it is none 
the leas true that its language and tone were 
drawn from those wita of low degree who lived 
in the talons of Paris, apparently on a footing 
of equality with the high noblesse, and who were 
now and then reminded, it may have been by 
a hardly perceptible, yet not on that account leaa 
aggravating, feudal smile, of the great and ig- 
nominious inequality which lay between them. 
And when the cannille roluritre took the liberty 
of beheading that high Twblesse, it was done less 
to inherit their property than tbeir ancestry, and 
to introduce a noble equality in place of a vulgar 
inequality. And we are the better authorised 
to believe that this striving for equality was the 
main principle of the Revolution, since the French 
speedily found themselves go happy and contented 
under the dominion of their great Emperor, who, 
fully appreciating that they were not yet of age, 
kept all their freedom within the limits of his 
powerful guardianship, permitting them only the 
pleasure of a perfect and admirable equality. 



ENOLISH FRACVENTS. 



ii9 



"Far more patient tbna the Frenchman, the 
EDgliahman easily bears the glances of a prm- 
leged ariatocmcy, consoling himself with tha 
reflection that he has a right by which it ia 
rendered impossible to the others to disturb his 
personal comfort or his daily reqnirementa. Nor 
does the aristocracy here make a show of its 
privileges as on the Continent. In the streets 
and in places of public resort in London, coloured 
ribbons are only eeen on women's bonnets, and 
gold and silver signs of distinction on the dresses 
of lackeys. Even that beautiful coloured livery 
which indicates with ns military rank is in Eng- 
land anything bub a sign of honour, and as an 
actor after a play hastens to wash off the rouge, 
BO an English officer hastens, when the hours of 
active duty are over, to strip off his red coat 
and again appear like a gentleman, in the plain 
garb of a gentleman. Only at the theatre of St, 
James are those decorations and costumes, which 
were raked from the olT-acourings of the Middle 
Ages, of any avail There we may see the ribbons 
of orders of nobility ; there the stars glitter, silk 
knee-breechea and satin trains rustle, golden 
spurs and old-fashioned French Btyles of expres- 
sion clatter ; there the knight struts and the lady 
Bprenda herself. But what does a free Engliäh- 
man care for the Court comedy of St. James, 
BO long OB it does not trouble him, and so long 
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es no one interferes when be plays comedy ia 
like manner in his own honse, making liLa 
lackeys kneel before him, or plays with the 
garter of a pretty cook-maid ? ' ZTont soiC {wt mat 
y pa\sc ! ' 

" As for the Germans, they need neither freedom 
nor eqnality. They are a epecalative race, ideolo- 
gists, prophets, and after- think era, dreamers who 
only live in the past and in the future, and who 
have no present. Englishmen and Frencbraen 
have a prc&ait ; with them every day haa ita 
field of action, its opposing element, its history. 
The German has nothing for which to battle, 
and when he began to realise that there might 
be things worth striving for, his philosophising 
wiseacres tanglit him to dovibt the existence of 
eucb thiugs. It cannot be denied that the 
Germans love liberty. But it is in a different 
manner from other people. The Englishman 
loves liberty as hia lawful wife, and if be does 
not treat her with remarkable tenderness, he ia 
still ready in case of need to defend her like ft 
man, and woe to the red-coated rascal who forces 
his way to her bedroom — let him do so as a 
gallant or as a catcbpo!). The Frenchman loves 
hberty aa hia bride. He burns for her; he ia a 
flame; he casts himself at her feet with the most 
extravagant protestations; be will fight for her 
to the death ; he commits for her sake a thousand 
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foliiea. Tlie German loves liberty as tUongb alio 
were bis old grand mot her," 

Men are strange beings ! We grumble in onr 
Fatherland; every stnpiJ thing, every contrniy 
trifle, vexea ua there; like boys, we are always 
longing to rush forl-.h into the wide world; and 
when we finally find ourselves out in the wide 
world, Tve find it a world too wide, and oHea 
yenrn in secret for the narrow stupidities and 
contrarietiea of home. Yes. we would fain be 
again in the old chamber, sitting behind tha 
familiar stove, making for ourselves, as it were, 
a " cubby- houae " near it, and nestling there, 
read the Oerman General Advertiser. So it was 
with me in my journey to England. Scarcely 
had I lost sight of the German siiore ere there 
awoke in me a curious after-love for the German 
night-caps and forest-like wigs which I had just 
left iu discontent, and when the Fatherland fudi;d 
from my eyes I found it again in my heart. 

And, therefore, it may be that my voice quivered 
in a somewhat lower key aa I replied to the sal- 
low man — "Dear air, do not scold the Germans I 
If they are dreamers, still many of them have 
dreamed each beaatiful dreams that I would 
hardly incline to change them for the waking 
realities of our neighbours. Since we all sleep 
and dream, we can perhaps dispense with freedom ; 
for our tyrants also sleep, and only dream their 
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tyranny. We only awoka once — when tlie Catho« 
lie Romans robbed ua of our dream-freeilom ; 
then we acted und conqueretl, and laid us down 
again and dreamed. sir! do nob mock our 
dreamers, for now and then they apeak, like 
somnambulista, wondrous things in sleep, and 
their words became the seeds of freedom. No 
one can foresee the turn which things may take. 
The splenetic Briton, weary of his wife, may put 
a halter round her neck and sell her in Smith- 
field. The flattering Frenchman may perhaps 
be untrue to his beloved bride and abandon her, 
and, singing, dance after the Court dames (cour- 
fisanei) of his royal palace (^alais royal). Bub 
the German will never tum his old grandniother 
quite out of doors; he will always find a place 
for her by hia fireside, where she can tell his 
listening children her legends. Should Freedom 
ever — which God forbid — vanish from the entire 
world, a German dreamer would discover her 
again in his dreams," 

While the steamboat, and with it our conversa- 
tion, swam thus along the stream, the sun bad 
set, and his last rays lit up the hospital at Green- 
wich, an imposing palace-like building which in 
reality consists of two wings, the space between 
which is empty, and a green hill crowned with a 
pretty little tower, from which one can behold 
those passing by. On the water the throng o£ 
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Teasels became denser and denser, and I wondered 
at the adroitness with whicli the larger avoided 
contact, Whilepassing, many a sober and friendly 
face iJoJded greetings — faces whom we had never 
seen before, and were never to aee again. We 
sometimes came so near that it was possible to 
shake hands in joint welcome and adieu. One's 
heart swells at the sight of so many swelling sails, 
and W9 feel strnngely moved when the confused 
ham and far-off dancing-mnsic and the deep 
voices of sailors resound from the shore. But 
the outlines of all things vanished little by littia 
behind the white veil of the evening mist, and 
there only remained visible a forest of masts, 
rising long and bare above it. 

The sallow man still stood near me and gazed 
reflectively on high, as though he sought for the 
pale stars iil the cloudy heaven. And still gaz- 
ing on high, he laid his hand on my shoulder, 
and said in a tone as though secret thoughts 
involuntarily became words — " Freedom and 
equality! they are not to be found on earth 
below nor in heaven above. The stars on high 
are not alike, for one is greater and brighter than 
the other; none of them wander free, all obey a 
prescribed and iron-like law — there is sluvorj- in 
heaven as on earth ! " 

"There is the Tower!" suddenly cried one of 
our travelling companions, as he pointed to a 
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high bniliJing which rose like a spectral, gloomy 
dream above the cloud-covered Loudon. 



IL 



LONDON. 

I HAVE seen Iho greatest wonder which the worW 
can show to the astonished spirit ; I have seen it, 
and am still astonished: and still there remains 
fixed in my memory the stone forest of houses, 
and amid them the rnsbing stream of faces o£ 
living men with all their motley passions, all their 
terrible impulses of love, of hunger, and of hatred 
— I mean London. 

Send a philosoplur to London, bnt, for yoor life, 
no poet I Send a philosopher there, and stand 
liim at a comer of Cheapside, where lie will 
learn more than from all the books of the last 
Leipzig fair; and as the billows of human Ufa 
roar around him, so will a sea of new thoughts 
rise before him, and the Eternal Spirit which 
moves upon the face of the waters will breathe 
upon him; the most hidden secrets of social har- 
mony will be suddenly revealed to him; he will 
hear the pulse of the worid beat audibly, and see 
it visibly ; for if London is the right hand of the 
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world — ita active, mighty right hand — then we 
may regard that route which leads from the 
Exchange to DowDiDg Street as the world's 
pyloric artery. 

But nerer send a poet to London ! This down- 
right earnestness of all things, this colossal uni- 
furinity, this machine-like movement, this troubled 
spirit in pleasure itself, thia exaggerated London, 
smothers the imagination and rends the heart. 
And should you ever send a German poet thither 
—a dreamer, who stares at everything, even a 
ragged beggar-woman, or the shining wares of a 
goKlsinith's shop— why, then, at least he will find 
things going right badly with bira, and he will 
be bustled about on every side, or perhaps be 
knocked over with a mild "Ootl damn!"^ Gud 
damn! — danin the knocking about and pushing I 
I see at a glance that these people have enough 
to do. They live on a grand scale, and though 



' The Eneliih or American r™der hoi doabtloM heard tha 
eiprenion. "Gud damn ill" and also " DumnaUon ! " but I 
■m but awaru tbat the interjectkon quoted hy Eltino U deed 
iu mir In-Hgnage. Fupular opinion in America aacril>os it ex- 
cluidTelj to Genannt »hu hnvo but a limited rftmiliurity nith 
Etigliah. Mnny eniiaent French writen olio »em to labour ' 
nadec ftn eironeim» iaipreuion th&t ■ mjetcriDiii exptoHva 
«ritten by tliom, "Gnddeinl" oi "Godaml" is nsrd in 
Eogliib. The Curcign conception oF the von) lb amusingly aat 
forth by Monii-r in "Haji Baba iu Eiiijinad."— A'oft by Ji-uM, 
later. 
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food and clothes are dearer with them than with 
us, they must still be better fed and clothed than 
we are — as gentility requires. Moreover, they 
have enormous debts, yet occaaionally, in a vain- 
glorious mood, tbey make ducks and drakes of 
their guineas, pay other nations to box about for 
their pleasure, give their kings a handsome douceur 
into the burgain; and, therefore, John Bui! xaa&t 
work to get the money for such expenditure. By 
day and by night be must tax bis brain to dis- 
cover new machines, and he sits and reckons in 
the sweat of bis brow, and runs and rushes, with- 
out much looking around, from the Docks to the 
lixcbange, and from the Exchange to the Strand ; 
and therefore it la qnite pardonable if he, when 
a poor German poet, gazing into a print-shop 
window, stands bolt in his way on the comer of 
Cheapside, should knock the latter sideways with 
a rather rough " God damn ! " 

Bot the picture at which I was gazing as I 
stood at Cheapaido corner was that of the French 
crossing the Deresiua. 

And when I, jolted out of my gazing, looked 
again on the raging street, where a part i -co' ou red 
coil of men, women, and children, horses, stage- 
coaches, and with them a foneral, whirled groaning 
and creaking along, it seemed to me as though all 
I^ndon were such a Beresina Bridge, where every 
one presses on in mad haste to save his scrap of 
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life ; where the daring rider stamps down the poor 
pedestrian; where every one who fiills is lost for 
ever ; where the best friendä rush, without feeling, 
over each other's corpses ; and where thoasanda 
in the weakness of death, and bleeding, grasp in 
vain at the planks uf the bridge, and are shot 
down into the icy grave of death. 

How much more pleasant and home-like it is in 
our dear Germany 1 Wilh what dreaming comfort, 
in what Sabbath-like repose, all glides along here ! 
Calmly the sentinels are changed, uniforms and 
h'DUses shine in the quiet sunshine, swallows 
flit over the flag-stones, fat Court-counciUoresses 
emile from the windows, while along the echoing 
fltreeta there is room enough for the dogs to sniff 
at each other, and for men to stand at ease and 
chat about the theatre, and bow deeply— oh, how 
deeply! — when some small aristocratic scimp or 
vice-scamp, with coloured ribbons on hia shabby 
coat, ur some Court-marshal-low-brain * struts 
along as if in judgment, graciously returning 
salutations: 

I had made up my mind in advanoe not to be 
astonished at that immensity of London of which 
I had heard so much. But I bad as little success 
as the poor schoolboy who determined beforehand 
not to feel the whipping which he was to receive. 
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TLe facts of tlie case were, tbat be expected to get 

the usual blows with tbe usual stick in the usual 
way on the back, wbereaa Le received a most uo- 
usually severe licking oa an unusual place with 
a cutting switch. I anticipate«) great palaces, and 
saw Dottiing but mere small houses. But their 
very uniformity and their limitless extent impress 
the soul woaderfully. 

These houses of brick, owing to the damp 
atmosphere and coal smoke, are all of an uniform 
colour, that is to say, of a brown oliFe-green, and 
are all of the same style of building, generally two 
or three windows wide, three storeys high, and 
finished above with small red tiles, which remind 
one of newly extracted bleeding tefcth; while the 
broad and accurately squared streets which these 
houses form seem to be bordered by endlessly long 
barracks. This has its reason in the fact tbak 
every English family, though it consist of only 
two persons, must still Lave a bouse to itself for 
its owa castle, and rich speculators, to meet the 
demand, build wholesale entire streets of these 
dwellings, which Ihey retail singly. In the 
principal streets of the city where the business 
of London is most ab home, where old-fashioned 
buildings are mingled with the new, and whero 
the fronts of the houses are covered with signs, 
yards in length, generally gilt, and in relief, this 
characteristic uniformity is less striking — the less 
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BO, indeeJ, because the eye of the stranger is in- 
cessantly caught by the new and brilliant wares 
exposed for sale in tbe windows. And these 
articles do not merely produce an effect, because 
the Englishman completes so perfectly everything 
which he mnuu fact urea, and because every article 
of luxury, every astral lamp aud every boot, every 
tea-kettle ond every woman's dress, shines out 
BO invitingly and so finishtd, Tliei-e is also 
o peculiar charm in the art of arrangement, in 
the contrast of colonrs, and in the variety of 
the English shops: eveu the most commonpla<e 
necessaries of lifo appear in a startling mngic 
light through this artistic power of setting forth 
everything to advantage. Ordinary articles of 
food attract us by the new light in which they 
are placed ; even uncooked fish He so delightfully 
dressed that tbe rainbow gleam of their scales 
attracts us; raw meat lies, as if painted, on neat 
and many-coloured porcelain plates, garlanded 
about with parsley — yes, everything seems painted, 
reminding us of tbe highly polished yet modest 
pictures of Frana Mieris. But the human beings 
whom we see are not so cheerful as in the Dutch 
paintings, for they sell the jolliest wares with tbe 
most serious faces, and the cut and colour of their 
clothes is as unifoian as that of their houses. 

On the opposite side of the town, which they 
call the West End—" the Ktst end of tht toicv. "— 
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BBd where the more aristocratic and leas occupied 
world lives, the nDiformity spoken of is still more 
dominant; yet here there are very long and very 
broad streets, where all the houses are large as 
palaces, though anything bot remarkable as re- 
gards their exterior, unless we except the fact 
that in these, as in all the better class of 
houses ill London, the windows of the first flags 
(or second storey) are adorned with iron-barred 
balconies, and also on the ret de cliausslc there 
is a black railing protecting the entrance to cer- 
tain subterranean apartments. In this part ot 
the city there are also great " squares," where 
rows of bouses like those already described form 
a qnadrangle, in whose centre there is a garden, 
enclosed by an iron railing and containing some 
Btatue or other. In all of these places and streets 
the eye is never shocked by the dilapidated hnta 
of misery. Everywhere we are stared down on by 
wealth and respectability, while crammed away in 
retired lanes and dark, damp alleys Poverty dwells 
with her rags and her tears. 

The stranger who wanders through the great 
streets of London, and does not chance right into 
the regnlar quarters of the multitude, sees little 
or nothing of the fearful misery existing there. 
Only here and there at the mouth of some dark 
nlley stands a ragged woman with a suckling 
babe at her weak breast, and begs with her eyes. 



ENGLISH FRAQMENTS. 



3!l 



PerliapB, if those eyes are still beautiful, we glance 
into them, and are sbockeJ at the world of wretohed- 
nesa visible within. The common bepgars are old 
people, generally blacks, who stand at the corners 
of the streets cleaning pathways — a very necessary 
thing in muddy London — and ask for "coppers" 
in reward. It is in the dusky twilight that 
Poverty with her mates Vice and Crime glide 
forth from their lairs. They shun daylight the 
more anxiously since their wretchedness there 
contrasts more cruelly with the pride of wealth 
which glitters everywhere ; only Hunger some- 
times drives them at noonday from their deosi 
and then they stand with silent, speaking eyes, 
staring beseechingly at the rich merchant who 
hurries along, busy and jingling gold, or at the 
lazy lord who. like a surfeited god, rides by on 
his high horae, casting now and then an aristo- 
cratically indiü'ereat glance at the mob below, 
as though they were swarming ants, or rather a 
mass of baser beings, whose joys and aorrowa 
Lave nothing in common with hia feelings. Yes 
— for over the vulgar multitude which sticks fast 
to the soil soar, like beings of a higher nature, 
England's nobility, to whom their little island 
is only a temporary resting-place, Italy their 
summer garden, Paris their social saloon, and 
the whole world their inheritance. They sweep 
along, kuowing nothing of sorrow or suilering, 
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and their gold is a taüsman wbich conjiiree into 
fulfiiment their wildest wish. 

Poor Poverty ! how agonising mnat thy hanger 
be, where othera swell in scornful superfluity 1 
And when some one casts with indifferent hand 
a crust into thy lap, how bitter must the tears 
be wherewith thou moisteneat it ! Thou poisonesb 
thyBelf with thine own tears. Well art thon in 
the right when tliou ailiest thyself to Vice and 
Crime. Outlawed criminals often bear more 
^nmanity in their hearts than those cool, re- 
proachless town burghers of virtue, in whose 
white hearts the power of eril, it is true, is 
quenched — but with it, too, the power of good. 
And even vice is not always vice. I have seen 
women on whose cheeks red vice was painted, 
und in whose hearta dwelt heavenly purity. I 
have seen women — I would that I aaw them 
■gain ! 



ni. 

TIIE ENGLISH. 

Ukder the archways of the l^ndon Exchange 
every nation has its allotted place, and on high 
tablets we read the names of ßussians, Spaniards, 
Swedes, Germans, Maltese, Jews, Hanseatic^ 
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['urks, &c. Now, however, you would seek tbem 
there In vain, for the men Iiave been joatled awny ; 
where Spaniarils once stood Dntcbmen now stand, 
tile citizens of Hanse Towna have elbowed out tbe 
Jews, Russians are now wliere Turks once were, 
Italianaareontlieground formerly held by b'rench- 
nien; even the Germans have advanced a little. 

As in the London Exchange, so in tlie rest of 
the world the ancient tablets have remained, and 
men have been moved away while other people 
appear in their place, whose new hends agree 
very indifferently with the old inscriptions. The 
old stereotyped characteristics of racea, as we find 
them in learned compendiums and ale-houses, are 
no longer profitable, and can only lead na into 
Jreary errors. As we daring the last ten years 
have observed a striking change in the character 
of onr Western neighbonra, just so has there been, 
since the continent was thrown open, a corre- 
sponding metamorphosis on the other side of the 
canal. Stiff, tacitnrn Englishmen go pilgrim- 
like in hordes to Franc«, there to learn to speak 
and move their limba; and on retorning we ob- 
serve with amazement that their tongues are 
loosened, they no longer have two left hands, 
and are no longer contented with beef-steak and 
plutn-pnddings, I myself have seen such on 
Englishman, who in Tavistock Tavern asked for 
some Bugar with his eanliflowers — a heresy against 
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the stern lawa of tlie English cuisine, which nearly 
caused Uie waiter to fall flat on his back; for, 
certainly, since the days of the Roman invasion, 
^(Cauliflower was never cooked otherwise than by 
^eitnply boiling in water, nor was it ever eaten 
with sweet seasoning. It was the eelf-satne 
Englishman who, although I had never seen 
him before, sab down opposite to me and began 
to converse so genially in French that I could not 
for my life help telling him how delighted I was 
to meet, for once, an Englishman who was not re- 
served towards strangers; whereupon he, without 
smiling, quite as candidly remarked that he merely 
talked with me for the sake of practice in French. 
It is amazing how the French, day by day, 
become more reflecting, deeper, and more serious, 
while the English, on the other hand, strive to 
assume a light, snperlicial, and cheerful manner, 
not merely in life, but in literature. The London 
presses are fully busied with fashionable works, 
with romances which move it the glittering 
ephere of " high life," or mirror it ; as, for instance, 
"Almacks," or "Vivian Grey," "Tremaine," "The 
Guards," and "Flirtation." This last romance 
bears a name which would be most appropriate 
for the whole species, since it indicates that 
coquetry with foreign airs and phrases, that 
clumsy refinement, that heavy bumping light- 
ness, that sour style of honeyed compliment, that 



ENGLISH FRAGMENTS. 



as 



omaniCQtetl coarseness; lu a word, the entire lire- 
less life of tlioae wuoden butterflies who flutter 
in the saloona of West London. 

But, on the contrary, what a literature ib at 
present offered U3 by the French press — that 
renl representative of French spirit and volition ! 
When their great Emperor undertook, in the 
leisure of his captivity, to dictate hia life, to 
reveal the most secret solutions of the enigmas 
of his divine soul, and to change the rocks of 
St. Helena to & chair of history, from whose 
height his cotemporaries should be judged and 
latest posterity be taught, then the French them- 
eelves began to employ the days of their adver- 
sity and the period of their political inactivity 
as profitably as possible. They also are now 
writing the history of their deeds, the hands 
whiuh once grasped the sword are again becom- 
ing a terror to their enemies by wielding the pen, 
the whole nation is busied in publishing its 
memoirs, and if it will follow my advice it will 
prepare a particular edition ad usum D(lphi7ii, 
with nicely coloured engravings of the taking oE 
the Bastille and storming of the Tuileriea. 

If I have above remarked that the English 
of the present day ore seeking to become light 
and frivolous, and endeavouring to creep into 
the monkeys skin which the French ore gradii« 
ally stripping off, I must also add that the tea« 
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deiicj' iü qcostion proceeds rather from tli» 
nobility and gtntry, or aristocratic world, tlian 
from the citizens. On the contrary, the trading 
and working portion of the people, especially tlio 
merchants in the mannfactorini» towns, and nearly 
all the Scotch, bear the external marks of pietiära 
— yes, I might almost any of Puritanism, so that 
this blessed portion of the people contrast with 
the worlrlly-Diinded aristocrats, like the cavnliera 
and Boundheada bo truthfully set forth by Scott 
in his novels. 

Those readers hononr the Scottish bard too 
highly who believe that his genius iniitited and 
penetrated the outer form and inner manner of 
feeling of those two historical parties, and that it 
is an indication of his poetic greatness that he, 
free from prejudice as a god in his judgment, does 
justice to both and treats them with equal love. 
Let any one cast a glance into the prayer-meetinga 
of Liverpool and Manchester, and then into the 
fashionable saloons of the West End, and he will 
plainly see that Waiter Scott has simply de- 
scribed his own times, and clothed forms which 
oie altogether modem in dresses of the olden 
time. And if we remember that he himself from 
one side, as a Scotchman, socked in by education 
and national inlluence a Pnritan spirit, while on 
the other side, as a Tory who even regarded him- 
self as a Eoion of the Stuarts, he must have beta 
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riglit royally and aristocratically inclined, and 
that therefore hia feelinga and thoughts must 
bare embraced either teudeacy wiih equal love, 
and must also have been neutralised by their 
opposition, we can very readily understand hia 
impartiality in describing the democrats and 
aristocratfl of Crorawell'a time, an impiirtiality 
which might well lead as into error if we hoped 
to find in his " History of Napoleon " an equally 
" fair-plny " description of the heroes of the French 
Revolution.^ 

He who regards England attentively ntay now 
find daily opportunities of observing those two 
tendencies, the frivolous and the Puritanic, in 
their most repulsive vigour, and with them, of 
course, their mutual contest. Such an oppor- 
tunity was recently manifested in the famous 
suit at law of Mr. Wakefield, a gay cavalier, 
who, in an off-hand manner eloped with the 
daughter of the rich Mr. Turner, a Liverpool 
merchant, and married her at Gretna Green, 
where a blacksmith lives who forges the strongest 
sort of fetters. The entire head-hanging com- 
manity, the whole race of the elect of the Lord, 
Bcreamed murder at such horrible conduct; in the 
conventicles of Liverpool the vengeance of Heaveii 

' ^'itb chuige of name and circiimeUnce one niiglit MCepl 
tbi* u an nocurute deicriptlon of Hi'ine liimself. — A'oCe if 
Traniliitor, 
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was eyoked on Wakefield and liis brother who 

assisted j ttiey prayed that the earth's abyss 
might swallow them as it once swallowed the 
hoEt of Eorah, Dathan, and Abirain ; while, to 
make celestial anger more certain, tliey bronght 
the thunders of the King's Bench, of the Lord 
Chancellor, and even of the Upper House to bear 
on this profaner of the holy Bacraioent ; while 
in the fashionable saloons people merely laughed 
merrily and jested in the most liberal manner 
at the bold damsel- stealer. But the contrast of 
the two slates of thought or feeling was recently 
Ehown me in the most delightful manner as I 
Eat in the Grand Opera near two fat Manchester 
ladies who visited this ri:n<iizvoU3 of the aristo 
cr&tic world for the first time in their lives, and 
who could not find words strong enough to ex- 
press the utter detestation and abhorrence which 
filled their hearts as the ballet began, and the 
sbort-skirted beautiful dancing-girls exhibited 
their lasciviously graceful movements, and fell 
pnssiouately, like burning Daccliantes, iuto the 
arms of the mule dancers who leaped towards 
them. The inspiring music, the primitive clotb- 
ing of flesh-coloured stockinet, the bounds so like 
the exuberance of nature, all united to force 
the sweat of agony from the poor ladies; their 
bosoms flushed with repugnance ; they continually 
lieaved out in chorus, "Hhockmr/! For shame J 
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/or shame/" and ware so benumbed with horror 
tbat they could not for an iustant take their 
opera-glasses from their eyes, and consequently 
remained in that situation to the last instant 
when the cnrtain fell. 

Despite these diametrically opposed tendencies 
of mind and of life, we still find In the English 
people an unity in their way of thinking, which 
comea from the very fact that they are always 
realising that they are a people by themselves; 
the modern cavaliera and uoundheods may hate 
and deapige one another mntually and as much as 
they please ; they do not, for all that, cease to be 
English; aa such they are at union and together, 
like plants which have grown oot of the same soil 
and are strangely interwoven with it. Hence 
the secret unity of the entire life and activity 
and intercourse of England, which at the first 
glance aeems to ua but a theatre of confusion and 
of contradiction. Excessive wealth and misery, 
orthodoxy and infidelity, freedom and serfdom, 
cruelty and mildness, honour and deceit — all of 
these incongruities in their moiidest extremes; 
over all a grey misty heaven, on every side buzzing 
machines, reckoning, gas-lights, chimneys, pots of 
porter, closed mouths — all this bangs together la 
Buch-wlse tbat we can hardly think of the one 
without the other; and that which singly, really 
ought to excite our astonishment or laughter 
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appears to be, when taken as it part of the wLoIa 
quite commonplace and serious. 

But I imngioo tUat sucli woald be the case 
everywhere, eren in countries of which we have 

much more eccentric conceptions, and where wo 
anticipate a much richer booty of merriment or 
Bmaz?n]ent. Our earnest longing to travel, our 
desire to see foreign lands, particclarly as we 
feel it in early youlh, generally results from an 
erroneous anticipation of extraordinary contrasts, 
and from that opiritual pleasure in masquemdea 
which makes us involuntarily expect to find th« 
mun and manner of thought of our own home, 
and to n certain degree our nearest friends and 
acquaint an cea, disguised in foreign dress and 
manners. If we think, for example, of the Hot- 
tentots, at once the ladies of our native town 
dance around in our imaginations, but painted 
black and endowed with the proper a podeiiori 
developments, while our htaiiz csprits climb the 
palm-trees as bu ah -beat era ; and if we think of 
the North Polanders, we see there also the well- 
known faces ; onr aunt glides in her dog-sleigh 
over the ice road ; the dry Herr Conrector lies 
lazily on the bearskin and calmly sips his morning 
train-oil; Madame the inspector's wife, Madame 
the tax-gatherei'B lady, and Madame the wife of 
the Councillor of Infibulation gossip together and 
munch candles. But when we are really in those 
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countries, we at once observe that tuankind hua 
tbi-re grown op from infancy with its manners 
and modes; tbat people's faces harmonise with 
their thoughts and clothes to their needs — yea, 
that plants, aulraals, human beings, and the land 
itself form a harmonious whole. 



IV. 

JOUN BULL. 

hiAVatJiTED rnou as bsolisu DEscHirrto» of vosdos. 

It would seem to be an immntablo law of the 
nature of the Irish that they regard idleness as 
the characteristic of a gentleman, and as all of this 
race cannot cover their genteel backs, yet are all 
the oouie aristocrats, it comes to pass that com- 
paratively few of the sprouts of Green Erin flourish 
amoug the merchants of the City. Those Irish- 
men who have had little or no education — and 
these are in the majority — are gciitUnteti day- 
lahourers, and the rest gentlemen l^jr and by tliein- 
Belves. If they could, by a bold stroke — coup d« 
main — attain the enjoyment of mercantile wealth, 
they would gladly go into business ; but tbey can- 
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not sit OD the three-legged stools of a coanting- 
house or bend over de^ka and occount-booka bo 
as to win treasure by long haj^ work. 

On the other hand, this is just what suits a 
Scotchman. His desire to climb to the top of the 
tree is also pretty keen, but his hopes are not so 
anngoiae as they are determined, and nnwearied 
application with him takes the place of monien- 
t-ary fiery enthusiasm. The Irishman springs and 
jumps like a Equiirel; and when he, as often 
happens, does not keep firm hold of the twig oi 
bough, down he goes into the mud, and finds 
himself defiled if not damaged. These numerous 
Jumps and springs are the preparations for a fresh 
eflTort, which probably results in the same maoner. 
The cautious Scotchman, on the contrary, chooses 
his tree with the greatest care; examines if it 
be well grown, well rooted, and strong enough to 
bear him, so that it cannot be blown down by tba 
slorius of fortune or accident. And he takes good 
care that the lowest twigs are within his reach, 
and that there is a convenient series of knots or 
ridges in the bark to aid his climbing. He begins 
I'rom the bottom, looks careCidly at eveiy twig 
before he trusts to it, and never advances one 
foot till be is sure that the other is firmly planted, 
Olher people, more enthusiastic and less careful, 
climb over himj and ridicule the anxious slowness 
of his pace; but he, patient and persevering, carea 
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little for that; and wbeo they tumble and he is on 
the top, it is his turn to laugh, aud he does so with 
all his heart. 

This admirable ability of the ScotcUmaii to make 
his way in buainesa, liia extraordinary docility 
and obedience to superiors, the Invariable prorapt- 
sess with which he trims bis sails to the winds, 
has had the result that we find in Loudon firms 
not only an incredible number of Scottish clerks, 
but also Scottish partners. And yet, notwith- 
standing their number and their influence, the 
Scotch have not succeeded in impressing theifi'' 
national character on this sphere of London society. 
For the very gifts which enable them to become 
first the best of employu, and theo the beat of 
associates, cause them to adopt the manners and 
Btyle or tastes of those aronnd them. 

For they soon fiud that those things to which 
tbey attaclied the utmost impoitance in their 
native land are of no account whatever in their 
new home. Their small feudal ties, their boasted 
relationship to soma unshorn proprietor of two 
or three barren niountaius, tbeir legends of two 
or three wonderful men whose names were never 
heard of out of Scotland, the Puritanical temper- 
ance in which they were brought up, aud the 
frugality which they have made their own — all 
is fat from agreeing with the positive and lavisb 
habits of John Bull, 
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The stamp of Jolm Bull is as deeply impressed 
and ns sbarp as that on a Greek medal; and 
wherever we flad him, be it in Londoü or ia 
Calcultit, as master or man, he is alway j-er- 
feclly recognisable. He is every^hoie a plump 
fact, very honourable, but cold and absolutely 
Tepelling. He has all the BoUdJty of a material 
substance, and one cannot fail to rem^irk that, 
wherever or with wliotn lie may be, Jolin Bull 
regards himself nUviiys as the chief psrauii pre- 
qgnt ; also that he will uccept no counsel or advice 
from any one, though he may have intimated 
that lie required it. And he lie where he may, we 
remark that his own comfort — comfort personal 
and peculiar — is the great subject of all his efTurts 
and desires. 

Should John Bull think there ia nn opening 
or opportunity to profit, he will frntetiiiäe with 
any one at the first; interview. But to make an 
intimate friend of him he must be courted like 
a girl, and when his friendship is won it is gene- 
rally found that it was not worth the trouble lb 
cost. Whnt he gave before he was sought was 
cold, correct politeness, and all that he gave 
afterwards was little more. We find in him a 
imjchauical foruiality nnd an open avowal of that 
eeltishness or egoism which other people perliapa 
posse.'fs just as much as he doe,s, but which they 
conceal eo carefully that the costliest banquet of 
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an Englislimnn does not Inste so pleasantly as a 
handful of dates from a Bedouin in the desert* 

But wliile John Bull is the coldest friend, he 
is the surest o£ neighbours und ihe most straigiit- 
forward and generous enemy. While he guards 
his own castle like a Facha, he never seeks to 
penetrate into auother'a. Comfort and independ- 
ence are the essentials with him; by the one 
he understands the right to buy whatever can 
contribute to his most eonvenient comfort, by 
the other to do whatever he pleases und say 
whatever he chooses — and this allowed, he 
troubles himself little with the chance and per- 
haps chimerical diatinctiona which cause so much 
plague and pain in the rest of the world. Hia 
pride — and he has it in full measure — is not that 
of Hamnn. Little would it trouble him that 
Mordecai the Jew sat full-spread before the door 
of his house; all that he would guard against 
would be to keep Mordecai from entering without 
his special permission, which he would assuredly 
only grant under the condition that it should 



' To an impartinl rure[gn observer vbo really knawa llis 
I^nglinh to tlioir hearts, ibam rtmarUg of Heine iia thctn t,n 
tlie most airusiiig in hla wnrka. And yri they ire Btrnngeljr 
mingled here and tliüre with tcarubin; tnithi. It b aa If loms 
ItlnUy uF geniua, who hod ualy htord al Ratsims fram ChiaeM, 
bad written od tlic luner oature •>f tbo JfuicDTitu, — J\'d(< by 
Tranilelor. 
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perfectly accord with his special oomfurt and be 
to liis advantage. 

His pride is an English growth, and though he 
boasts somewhat, his bonsting is not that of other 
people. No one ever sees him take on aira 
becanse of his ancestors; if John Bull has hia 
pockets full of guineas, and has become one who 
is "warm," he cares not a mushroom whether 
hia grandfather was a duke or a hand-carter. 
"Every man is himself, and not his father," is 
John's theory, and according to this he regulates 
his acts. He only boasts that "he is an English- 
man;" that ho first saw the light of day some- 
where between Lowestoft and Saint David's, 
between Penzance and Berwick, and he is more 
rejoiced at this than if he had been born on any 
olber spot in this planet. For Old England be- 
longs to him, and he belongs to OM England; 
there is nothing like it in all the world, for it 
can su^iport and teach all the world, and, if it 
Bhonld come to that, conquer it; 

But this is only so generally speaking. For 
it we go to details and examine John closely, 
we find that, after all. in this so greatly praised 
England there is nothing with which he is really 
contented except himself. 

Say anything to him, for example, about the 
king — the same king whose throne he bears with 
Bucii pride on his shoulders — and lo I at ouca 



ENGLISH FRAGMENTS. 



3«7 



he wails or rails at extravagance in the royal 
expenditure, venality and royal favouritism, tlie 
growing, threatening influence of the Crown, and 
declares that if serious and speedy action and 
restraint are not resorted to, England will soon 
he England no more. Mention Parliament, and ho 
heyins to grumble, and damns both Houses — the 
Upper because it ia inspired with Coiirt-patrouage, 
and the Lower by faction and favour ; nay, he mny 
declare, over and above all, that England would 
be better off if it had no Parliament at all. Say 
ayulhing to him about the Church — he breaks 
out into a death-shriek at tithes and fatteneii 
parsons who have turned the Word of God into 
priestly property and devour at their leisure the 
hard-earned fruits of the labour of others. Speak 
of Public Opinion, and the great advantage of 
the rapid dissemination of information — he regrets 
that Error travels as quickly on these improved 
toads as Truth, and that the people abandon old 
follies only to embrace new. In short, theie is not 
in all England an institution with which John is 
perfectly contented. Even the elements incur 
his blame, and be grumbles from the beginning 
of the year to the end at the climate, as much aa 
at things which are of human cause. 

He is disconteuted even with the property 
which he has acquired, as you will find on close 
examination. Though be may have amassed 
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great rklies, it ia hie endless refrain tbat he U 
going to the dogs ; and ia poor as a beggar, while 
he sits between piles of gold in a palace; and 13 
dying of hunger, while he is fed so fat that be can 
hardly waddlo from one end of the room to the 
other. One thing only does he praise with all his 
heart — even if you mention it — and that ia the 
fleet, the ships of war. the wooden walls of Old 
England — and those he praises because perhaps 
he never sees them. 

Yet we will not blame this pa-^sion for blaming 
almost everything, for it has cotitiibuted to make 
and keep England what it is. This instinct for 
gi'umbling of the rough and stiff-necked but hon- 
onrable John Bull is perhaps the bulwark of Bri- 
tish greatness abroad and of British freedom at 
home; and lhou;4b many of the British provinces 
do not properly esteem it, still the real prosperity 
which they enjoy is due far more to John Bull's 
endless grumbling than it ever could be to the 
docile, pliant philosophy of the Scotchman or the 
stormy fire of the Irishman. Theso two races in 
the present crisis do not seem to have the strength 
or endurance requisite to maintain their righis and 
achieve their owu prosperity, and whenever there 
is to be resistance to attacks on popular liberty or 
a measure to be advanced for the common weal, 
then the records of Piirliament, and petitions which 
are brought there, show that in most cases, be they 
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of dcifenco or reform, no other comes forward Llinu 
Jolui Hull — the gnimUiiig, selflsli, and growling, 
jfüt bold, manly, independent, unyielding, on and 
tlirougli-pualiiiig Jolin Bull.' 



V. 



TITE LIFE OF NAPOLEON BUONAPAUTE., 

BY W4LTEH SCOTT. ' 

Poon Walter ScoLtl ILidst thou Ijccu rich thou 
wouldst not have written that hook, and so ludst 
not become a poor Walter Scott ! ISnt the trnsteea 
of the CoDstablQ estate met together, and rcrkoiied 
up and ciphered, and after much subtraction and 
division, shook their heads, and llioro remained 
for poor Walter Scott nothing but lanrcla and 
debts. Then the most extraordinary of all cama 



' If this chniiter wm not Birg|;p»tfd by th« /ui» Bail nf 
Washington Inin^'n "Sketch U'wU/'ul! th^il can be mill i«. IhnC 
we have litre anu n( tho most matvelUiitn coJiiciijHncca in titvru- 
turc. It Ea prolmbly, or ctjrtunly, to thid th^t itur aoth'jr nFer« 
uhi*n ha esvjt that it ia trui>lalcd fr-im an H^ngliih tlewiijilian 
ot Iwiiilon. It i» cnri"U> and [ilHwing to Dbservo thnt, wliilo tho 
gi'niol "(ir'>nrv.y Ctnynn" »ay» the eaino thhi;;», he Joes it in 
audi n kindly, merry vein that do Engliuhman, in all prubililllt/, 
ever took eiception to thsro. — Au(e lii/ Traiiilator. 
VOL. II. 2 A 
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to pass, tlie siuger ot great deeds wished for once 
to try his hand at heroism, he made up Im miad 
to a ctmo btmoruviy the laurels of the great un- 
known were taxed to cover great aud well-kuown 
debts; and so Uiere came to life iu hungry haste, 
iu bankrupt insjiiration, the "Life of Napoleon," 
n book to be roundly paid for by the wants of 
the English people in general, and of the English 
Ministry in particular. 

Praise him, the brave citizen! praise him, ye 
united Philistines of all the earth I praise him, 
thou beautiful shopkeeper's virtue, which sacri- 
ficest everything to meet a note on the day when il 
is due! oidy donot askof me that I praise him too. 

Strange ! tlie dead Emperor is, even in his grave, 
the bane of the Britons, and through him Briiau- 
Ilia's greatest poet has lost his laurels I 

Ho icas Britannia's greatest poet, let people soy 
und imagine what they will. It is true that tha 
critics of his romances carped and cavilled at bis 
greatness, and reproached him tliat bo assumed 
too much breadth in execution, that he went too 
much into details, th.it his great characters were 
only formed by the combination of a mass of 
minor traits, that he required an endless array of 
accessories to bring out his bold effects ; but, to 
tell the truth, lie resembled in all this a millionaire, 
who keeps his whole property in the form of small 
specie, and who must drive up three or four wag- 
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gona full of sacks of pence and fartliinga when lis 
baa a large sum to pay. Should any one complain 
of the ill-manDeTS of such a style of liquiJatiou, 
with its attendant trouUea of heavy lifting and 
hauling and endless counting, lie can reply with 
perfect truth that, no matter how he gives the 
money, he still gives it, and that lie is in reality 
just as well able to pay and quite as rich as 
another who owns nothing but bullion in bars; 
yes, that he even has an advantage greater [hau 
that of mere facility of transport, since in the 
vegetable market gold bars are useless, while 
every huckster woman will grab with both hands 
at pence and farthings when ihey are olTered ber, 
iVino all this popular wealth of the British poet 
is at an eud, and he, whose change was so current 
that the duchess and the cobbler's wife received it 
with tlie same interest, has at lost become a poor 
Walter Scott I His destiny recnlla the legend of 
the mouutain elves, who, mockingly benevolent, 
gave money to poor people, which was bright and 
profitable so long as they spent it wisely, but 
which turned to mere dust when applied to un- 
worthy purposes. Sack by sack we opened "Walter 
Scott's new load, and lol inslead cf gleaming 
Bmiling pence, there was nothing but idle dus^ 
and dust again ! He was justly puuished by 
those mountain elves of Parnassus, the Musea, 
who, like all noble-minded women, are enthu- 



37J 



PICTURES OF TRAVEL. 



BJastic Napoleoniäts, and who were coosequentljr 
doubly enitiged at the misuse of tlie epirib-treasura 
wbicli had been loaned. 

The value and tendency of this work of Scott's 
have been shown up in the journals of all Europe; 
Not only the embittered Frencli, but also iho 
oatcuislied fell o\v-coiuitry men of ihe author hava 
uttered sentence of coiidenination against it. In' 
such a world-wide discontent the Cenimns must 
also have their share, and therefore the Stuttgart 
literary Jtyiirnal^ Bpoke out with a fiery real 
dilllcuU to restrain witliin due limit, while the 
Berlin Annals of Scientific Criticism* exitressed 
itself in tones of culd trauriuillity ; and the critic, 
who was the more readily swayed by that tran- 
qu'llily the less he admired the hero of the book, 
characterises it with these admirably appropriate 
words T — 

"In this narration we find neither substance 
nor colour, hannony nor life. TIjc mighty sub- 
ject drags heavily «lonj, eninngled in superficial, 
not in profound perplexities, uncertain and change- ; 
able, without any manifestation of the clinracter- 
istic ; no leading principle strikes us in its affected 
singularity, its violent points are nowhere visible, 
its connection is merely external, its subject- 



' Stutlgartrr Lllrfitia-UatL 

' Brrlinrr Jahrbüeher filr muenKiafdid't CfitH. 
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matter nnd signiricance are hardly appreciable. 
In Buoli a mauner o( portrayal all tlie light of 
history must be quenched, and itself be reduced 
to, not wondeiful, but common pi ace atoriea. The 
unnecessary remarks and reflections which often 
intrude themselves on tbc subject under consi- 
deration are of a corresponding deacription. Such 
a \rntery, transparent preparation has long been 
out of date in our reading world. The scanty 
pattern of a moral, applicable only to certain 
particulars, is unsatisfactory." , . . 

I would willingly pardon jioor Suolt for such, 
nnd even worse, things, to which the sbnrp-witted 
Berlin reviewer, Varnbagen von Ensc, gives utter- 
ance. We are all mortal, and the best of U3 may 
once in a while write a bad book. People then 
eay that the tiling is below criticism, and tliat 
ends the matter. Dut it is really extraordinary 
that in this new work we do not find a trace of 
Scotl'a bfaiititui style. The colourlosa common- 
place strain is sprinkled in vain witli sundry 
red, green, and blue words; in vain do glittering 
patches from the jioets cover ilie pro-aic naked- 
ness ; in vain docs ibe author rob all Nuab's nrk 
to lind bestial comparisons; and in vain ia the 
Word of God itself cited to heighten the colour 
of stupid thoughts. Stranger slUl is it that Walter 
Scott has not here succeeded lu a single eirort to 
bring into play bis inborn talent of sketching 
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characters, niid of catcliing the traits of die outef 
Napoleon. Walter Scott learned nothing from 
those beautiful pictures which represent Napoleon 
surrounded by his generals and statesmen, tliough 
every one who regards them without prejudice 
must be deeply moved by the tragic tranquillity 
and antique severity of those features, which con- 
trast ill such fearful Bublimity wiih the modern, 
excitable, picturesque faces of the day, and which 
seem to announce something of the incarnate God. 
Uut if the Scotiish poet could not comprehend the 
form, how much less capable must he have been 
oE grasping the character of the Emperorl And I 
therefore willingly pnrdoii hia blasphemy of a 
divinity whom he never knew. And I must also 
forgive him that lie regards hia Wellington as <i 
god, and iu deifying him, falls into such exces- 
sive manifestations of piety, that, rich as he is 
in figures of beasts, he knows not wherewith to 
compare him. Everywhere on earth as men are 
BO are their gods. Stupid black savages adore 
poisonous snakes; crosa-eyed Baschkirs pray to 
ugly logs; idiotic Laplanders reverence seals. Sir 
Walter Scott, in nothing behind them, worshij« 
his Wellington, 

But if I am tolerant towards Walter Scott, and 
forgive Ijim the emptiness, errors, elanders, and 
6tupid things in his book — nay, if 1 even pardon 
him the weariness and ennui which its reading 
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c.insed me, I cannot, for all that, fori^'ive liini its 
tendency. This is notliing less than the exculpa- 
tion of tlie Engliah Ministry as regards the crime 
('( St. Helena. " In this case of equity between 
the English Ministry niid public opinion," as tha 
Berlin reviewer expresses it, " Walter Scott makes 
himself judye of its merits;" he couples legal 
quibbliuijB with his poetic tulent, in order to dis- 
tort both facts and history, and his clients, who 
are at the Bame time his patrons, may weli nff-jrd, 
beside the regular fees, to privately press an extra 
dovcnir into liis linnd, 

Tlie Eiij^lisb have merely murdered tlie Einperot 
—but Walter Scott sold him. It was a real 
Scotch trick, a regular specimen of Scottish na- 
tional manners, and we see that Scotch avarice is 
Biill tlie same old dirty spirit as ever, and hna 
not changed much since the days of Naseby, when 
the Scotch sold iheir own king, mIio had confided 
himself to their protection, for the sum o( four 
hundred thuusaud pounds sterling. That kiug 
was the same Charles Stuart whom the bnrd^ of 
Caledonia now sing so gloriously— the Engliäii- 
iiian murders, but the Scotchman sells and sings.' 

The English Ministry.to aid in the work, threw 

' Charles I. wu >old, corlalnl^r ; but Beioe em In iCating 
tliat tba Scutch ling of bim gluriniuly. Thi Charleg StUkrt ol 
whom •<) miiDy Jwobitc lyric« were wiitten wu hi« gnut-grand- 
tun, "Bunni« FrtDCu Charlie, Ibe Vaung Chcv.-ilier." — Tram. 
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Open tlic arcliivcs of tlie Foreign Olfice to tlieir 

ndvociiie, and lie has, in tlie ninth vohinio of liis 
vork, Bcnuiuloualy availed himself of every official 
docnment which could throw an odvantageoiis 
liylit upon his own aide, mid a corresponding 
darkness wpoa lliat of hia enemies. On tliis 
account the ninth volunio in question still pos- 
sesses .1 peculiar interest, despite all its testlietic 
woithlessness, iu which it ia in no respect behind 
its predecessors. We expect in it important pub- 
lic papers, and since we find noue, it is n proof 
that there weie none in existence which spoke iu 
favour of the English Ministers, — and this nega- 
tive content of the book is an itnportaitt result. 

All the booty thus obtnincd from tjie English 
archives was limited to a few credible documents 
fi'oni the noble Sir Hudson Lowe and his myr- 
midons, and a few verbal expressions of tjouenil 
Gourgand, who, it he really uttered tlieiii, deserves 
to he regarded as a siiaiiiclesa traitor lo his im- 
perial master and benefactor. 1 will not inquire 
into the authenticity of these expressions; it 
even fioenis to be trua that Darou Turner, one 
uf the three mute supernumeraries of the great 
tragedy, has borne witness to them ; but I do not 
see to what favourable result thoy lead, save that 
Sir Hudson Lowe was not lb« only blackguard 
iu St. Helena. Willi such assistance, and with 
pitiable siiggesiioas of his own, 'Waller Scott 
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treats tiiQ liistoiy of tie imprisoiiiuciit of N.v 
poleon, and labours to convince lis tliiit the ux- 
Eiuperor — so the ex-poet terms him — could not 
liave actetl more wisely tlmn to yield liimself to 
the Eii^'lisb, aUlioiigli lie must liavQ foresoßn his 
banishment to St. Ildijnn, and that lie ivaa tboro 
treated in the most charming manner, since he 
had plenty to eat and to drink; and that lie, 
finiiHy, fresh and sound, and as a good Christian, 
died of A cancer in his stomach. 

Walter Scott, by ihus admitting, to a certain 
degree, that the Euiptror foresaw how far tha 
generosity of the Knglish would extend, viz., lo 
St. Helena, frees him at least from the common 
reproach; the tragic sublimity of his ill fortune 
BO greatly inspired him that lie re;^arded civilised 
Englishmen as I'urisian barbarians, and looked 
upon the beef-steak kitclien of St. Jitmes as the 
fiieside of a great monarch — and so commiited a 
heroic Wunder. Sir Walter Scott also makes of 
iho Emperor the greatc-st poet who ever lived, 
since he very seiiously insinnntcs tluit all the 
memorable writings which set forth his sufTerings 
in St. Helena were collectively dictated by himself. 

I cnnnot here refr.iin from the remark tiiat this 
pait of Walter Scoti'a book, with the wriiingB 
ihemsclveB of which he speaks, especially tlia 
mcmoiie of O'Meara and the narnitivu of Captaiu 
Maitland, remind me sometimes so pointedly of 
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the drollest story in the worlil, tlint the bitterest 
vexation of my soul suddenly bursts out in merry 
laughter. And the story of which I spenk ia uone 
other than the "History of Lemuel Gulliver," a 
book over which I, ns a boy, ouce had rare times, 
and in which mucli that is exquisitely delightful 
may be read — how the little Lilipiitians could not 
conceive what was to be done wiih their great 
prisoner; how they climhed upon him by thou- 
eauds, and bound him down with intmmyrablo 
fine hairs; how tiiey, wiih preparations on a 
grand scale, built fur him a great house, all to 
himself; how they beM'niied the vast amount of 
victuals with wliich they must daily provide him ; 
how they continually blackened his character in 
the State Council, always grieving tliat he waa 
too great a cost to tho country; liow lliey would 
gladly have destroyed him, but feared lest in 
death liis corpse might bring forth a pestilence; 
how they finally made up their minds to be most 
gloriously ntaguanimous and leave bim his titles, 
only putting out his eyes, &c Truly, Liliput is 
everywhere where a j;reat man is f.ubjecti;d to 
litile ones, who torment him incessantly iu the 
most piiifnlly petty inanner, and wlio in luru 
endure from him great suffering and dire exli-e- 
mity; but had Dean Swifn written his book iu 
our day, the world would have seen, in his bril- 
liantly polished mirror, only the history of the im- 



EXCLISH FRAGMENTS. 



379 



jirisonment of ihe Emperor, and liave recognised 
even in the very colour of the coats and couute- 
-nances those dwarfs wIjo tormented liiin. 

Only, the conclnaion of the story of St. Helena 
is somewhat different, for in it the Emperor dies 
of a cancer in the stomacli, and Walter Scott 
assures 113 that it ^vas the sole cause of his death. 
In this I will not contradict Iiim, The thing is 
not impossihle. It is possible tliat a man who 
lies stretched on the rack may suddenly, and very 
naturally, die of an apoplexy. But tlie wicked 
world will say that the tormentor was the cause 
of his death. And tlie wicked world lia^ taken it 
into its head to regard the affair in question in a 
very different light from our good Waller Scott 
If this good man, who is in other respects so firm 
in his Bible, and who so readily quotes the Gospel, 
sees iu tiiat uproar of elements, and in that hurri- 
cane which burst forth at the death of Napoleon, 
nothing but an event which also took place at the 
death of Cromwell, the worM will still have its 
own peculiar thoughts regarding it. It regards 
the deo^ of Napoleon as a most terrible, tre- 
mendous, and revoltiu;^ crime, and its wild burst 
of agonised feeling becomes adoration. In vain 
does Walter Scott play the advoeatia diaboli-~ 
the canonisation of the dead Emperor Sows from 
every noble heart ; every noble heart of the great 
£uropeaD fatherland despises his petty execu* 
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tionera, and with llicm tlie great bard who haa 
simg Iiini=elf into being tbeir accomplice. Tlia 
Musus will yet iiispiiG better singers la honour o( 
their (avoiirite; and should msn bo dumb, thea 
the stones will spenk, and the maiivr-cIifTä of St. 
lleloiia will rise fearfully from the waves of the 
Eoa, and tell to thousands of years their terrible 
story. 



VL 



OLD nAILET. 



The very name of " Old Bailey " sends a shnddor 
throniih the soul. Wc at once think of a great, 
black, repidsive building — iho palace of misery 
find of crime. The left wiiij.', which forms the 
real Newgate, serves as a piison for criminals. 
In it we see nothing but a high wall of square, 
weather-bhckcncd stones, in which are two nlclies 
with tqiinlly black, alleguiical figures, one of 
which, uiilfss I err, represents Justice, whoso 
right liauJ, with the scales, is, as usual, broken 
oir, so that notiiiiig remains but a blind female 
ligure with a swoni. Nut far off, and about tlie 
centre of the building, is the altar of tliis goddess, 
that is to say, ihe window by which the gullow« 
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is erected ; ami, finnlly, to the right is the Criminal 
Court, where the qua; ter-scssioii3 are lield. Hero 
is a gate which, like that of Dante's " Hell," should 
bear tiie iiiscriplion : — 

" Per mc il va ne la citin dolcntc, 
Pur mo si va ne I'etcrno dolore. 
Pur ma si va Lni la pcnlutu ccuLc" 



Through this g«to wo come to a small court, where 
the sctim of tiio peoiile assemble to see criminals 
pnss, and liere their friL-nds and enemies also na- 
Bemble — relations, boggir-children, wenk-niiiidud 
people, and especially old women, who discuss ihe 
criminal cases of the day, perhaps with more in- 
aiglit into their merits than judge and jury possess, 
despite the time so pleasantly paBsed in ceremoiiii^ 
or so drearily lust in law. Why, I have seen, out- 
side the court door, an old woman who, amid her 
gossips, defended poor Black William better thau 
his very lenrned counsel did wilbiu; and as she 
wiped away her last tear with a ragged apron, it 
Beeiiied to me that with it vanished the la^t trace 
of William's guilt. 

In the court-roora JtaeU, which is not very 
large, tljere is below — beyond the so-calltd "bar" 
kittle room for the public; but in the upper 
portion there are, on both sides, very spacious 
galleries, with raised benches, where the apecta- 
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tors stand, tlieir heads appearing as if piled in 
rows, step above step. 

When I visited Old Bailey I obtained s place 
in one of iheae galleries, for wbich I gave the 
old portress a sbilling. I amved just at the 
instant in which the jury were about to deter- 
mine whethei' Blnclc William was guilty or not 
giiilty of the accusation. 

Here, as in other courts of justice iu London, 
the judges sit in blue-black to^'as, which nre 
trimmed with light-blue violet, nnd wear white 
powdered wigs, with which black eyes and 
whiskers frequently conli'ast in the dvoUeat 
manner. They sit around a long green table on 
high chairs at the upper end of the hall, just 
where a Scripture text, warning against unjust 
judgments, is placeil before their eyes. Ou either 
Bide are benches for the jurymen, and places 
where the prosecutors and witnesses stand. 
Directly opposite the judges is the place for the 
accused, which latter do not sit on " the poor 
sinners' bench," ns in the criminal courts of 
Trance and Klieniah Germany, but must stand 
upright behind a singular plank, whidi is carved 
above like a narrow arched gate. In ibis an 
optic mirror is placed, by means of which the 
judge is enabled to accurately observe the counte- 
nance of the accused. Before the latter certain 
green leaves or heibs are placed to strengthen 
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their nerves' — and it may be that tliU is some- 
times necessary, when a man ia iu danger of losing 
Ilia life. On the judges' table I saw sirailar green 
leaves, and even a rose. I know not why it was, 
but the aiglit of that rose affected me strangely, 
A red blooming rose, the flower of love and of 
spring, npon the terrible judges' table of the Old 
liailey ! It was close, gloomy, and sultry in the 
linll. Everything seemed so fearfully vexatious, 
so insanely serious I The people present looked 
nä t!iou:;h apidcrs wore creeping over their shy 
and fearful fnces. The Iron scales rattled audiijly 
over the head of poor Black William. 

A jury had also formed itself in the gallery. 
A fat woman, above whose red, bloated clieeka 
two little eyes glittered like glowworms, mada 
the remark that Black William was a very good- 
looking fellow. But her tieijlibour, a delicate, 
piping soul in a body of bad post-paper, declared 
that he wore his black hair too long and matted, 
and that his eyes gleamed like those of Kean iti 
Othello; "while, on the other Iiand," she con- 
tinued, "Thompson is a very difftrent sort of n 
person, mem, I assure you, with light hair ; and a 
very well-educated person, too, mem — for he plava 



* RdMtniirjr, andentlj ■ anppouid preventive at the [il.igiie, 
(»ol-(eTor, *& There nn Urriblo tile* of tlie juJije unil jiiif 
dj'ing ol diEcns« cumcnunicated b; cilminnli. — Trauilalor, 
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tlie flute a liule, and paints a little, and speaks 
t'reiicli a little." 

"And steak a little, too, liey ?" added the fat 
Wüniaii. 

" Fiddlcsticl^s on Etealiiigl" replied the lean 
body; " tlint isn't linlf so bnd, mem.aa forgery, 
you know; for a tliicf, if he's stolen nothing hut 
11 sliecp, gets Botany Day for it, hut if a man 
counterfeits somebody's hard, why, lie hangs for 
it, mem, as sure as fate, without jiiiy or mercy." 

" Witlmiit pity or mercy I " sighed a half-starved 
mau in a widower-looking black coat. " ILing ! 
why — why, no man has a right to put another to 
death, and Christians ought to be the last to thiok 
of it; for lliey ought to remember that Christ, our 
Lord and Saviour, who gave us our religion, was 
innocent when he was tried and executed !" 

"I'shaw!" cried the lenii woman, and smiled 
with her thin lip9; "if they didn't hang such a 
forger, uo riuh man would ever be sure of hig 
money; for instance, the fat Jew in Lotnhtird 
Street, Saint Swithin's Lane, or our friend Mr. 
Srcott, whose wriiing was imitated so well. And 
then Mr. Scott h.is worked so hard to get Lis nitiney 
. — trouble enough, mem, I assure you — and folks 
do say that he got rich by taking other people's 
diseases on Idmself, Yes, mem, they a.iy the very 
children run after him in tlie street and cry, 'I'll 
give ye sixpence if you'll lat;c my tcolhache I ' or 
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*\'Ve'll give ye n sliilliiig if you'll tnko Jimmy's 

]iu:iip-back!"' 

" Wl-II, tliat'a oJJ I " interrupted the fat woman. 
"AlJ it's oJJ, loo, that Ulacli William ami 
Thompson used to be such cronies togecber, and 
lived and ate and drank togetlier, and now James 
Thompson accuses his old friend of forgery ! But 
why isn'D Thompson's sister here ? Why, elie 
used to be a-runuiiig everywhero after licr sweet 
William!" 

A p;etty girl, on whose lovely fitco lay a deep 
expression of grief, like a dni'k veil over a roso- 
botitjuet, here whispered with tears a Ion;:, snd 
story, of which I could only uuderstaud thai her 
friend, ihe pretty Mary, had been cruelly beaten 
by her brother, and lay sick to death iu her bed. 

" Piliaw I dou't call her pretty Mary 1" griiuiUod 
the fat womau discontentedly; "she's too slim, loo 
much like a stick, to be called pretty ; and if her 
William is hung " 

Just at ibis instant the jury appeared, and de- 
clared that ibo accused was guilty of foi^ery. Aa 
Black William was led from the hall lie cast a 
long, long ghmce upon Edward Thompsou, 

Tliere is an Eastern legend that Satan was ouco 
an angel, aud lived in heaven witli other angels, 
until he sought to seduce tliera from their alle- 
giance, and therefore he was thrust down by 
Divinity iulo the endless nitrht of hell. Bill as 
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lio sauk from heaven Le looked ever on liigh, 

ever ai llie nngel mIio dccusuiI liim; t!ie deeper 
lie sauk, more terriUle and yet more terrible be- 
cnme liis gaze. And it must, have been a fearful 
{;lniice, [or tiio aufjcl wlmni it met became pale^ 
red \vo3 never ngniii seen in liia cheeks, and siuee 
that time he hua been called the Aii^-el of DeoUi. 
PliIg as that Anjjel of iJealh grew Edward 
'I'huiiipsou, 



VII. 

CORPORAL PrmiSHMENT EN ENGLAND. 

1 CANNOT declare decidedly enough Low much 
ppposed I am to whipping in general, and how 
indignant I am iivlienever I see my fellow- 
creatures beaten. The proud lord of the eartli, 
the lofty spirit who rules the sea and investigatea 
the laws of the stars, is degraded by nothing so 
inucli as by coj-poral punishnieut The gods, to 
(^nench the llnriug pride of men, invented iha 
lasb. Then men, whose spirit of invention was 
aliarpened by a brooding spirit of resistance, in- 
vented against it the point d'honneur. French- 
men, Japanese, Indian Eiahmins, have beat 
developed this invention ; they have reduced 
tlie vengeance to blood to formal paragraphs, and 
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duelling, thou"!! di 



^ed by reliyioii, law, and 



even reason, ia still a blossom of fair humanity. 

But among the Enfjlish, who hava refined every 
otlier invention to highest perfection, the point 
d'honncur \\ns not received its ultimate polish. 
The Briton by no means regards a beaiiiig as an 
evil bad as dealli, and while I was in England I 
was present at many a scene which suggested the 
reüection that blows in free England have by no 
means such evil effects on personal honour as in 
Germany. I have seen lords tbraalied, and ihey^ 
eeemed to suffer only from tho bodi'y pain o( the 
insult. In the races at Epsom and Brighton I 
saw jockeys who, to make room for the horses 
ruuning, ran right and left with horse-whips, 
which they laid on liberally to the lords and 
gentlemen who were in the way. And what did 
the samo so-disturbed gentlemen ? They laughed 
Boiirly, 

Thongh bodily punishment in England ia not 
80 dishonourable as with us, still Iho reproach of 
its cruelty is not by any means the milder for 
that. But this does not concern the English 
jieople, bnt the üristocraey, who by the welfare 
of England only understand the safety of their 
own ruling position. Free men with an inde- 
pendent sense of honour wonld not trust ibia 
despotic gang ; it requires the blind obedience of 
whipped slaves. The English soldier most be 
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a mere maclinc, a complete automaton uLIch 
marches and firea by word of coinoiaud. There- 
fore ho reqiiiiea uo commander of imposing indi- 
vidual character. Free Frenchmen need, however, 
one «ho inspires enthusiasm, and it was under 
such a great leader they, as if drunken from hm 
fiery soul, conquered the world. English soldiers 
need 110 marshal, not even a general, but only a 
corporal's stick, which carries out calmly and 
accurately the assigned Ministerial instructions, 
as a stick of wood h expected to do. And — ah 
mo I— since I must praise him tor once, a most 
admirable slick of this kind is — Wellington, 
tliis cowed puppet ■nho moves entirely by the 
Elriog by which liie aristocracy pull him — tliia 
■\voodea vampire of the people, with a wooden 
loop, as Byron Bays, and I would add, with 
wooden henrU Verily old England may add him 
to the wooden walla of protection of which she 
for ever prates. 

General l-'oy has, in his " History of the War in 
the I'yreiicrin Peninsula," admirably sketched ih» 
contrast between the French and English soldiery 
and their discipline, and this description shows 
118 what a feeling of honour and what whipping 
make of soldiers.' 



' Hrina here loakea out », cue against hltnnetF, Tbe German 
%Tmy ii mare liarBhly diacipUiicd thui tlie UntjÜBh, and butb 
Eiigliah and Gcrmaiu have defeated llao I'Veiicli. 




ENGLnit FRAGilEXTS. 



3S9 



It is to be lioped tlint the cruel system followed 
by the British aristocracy will not lone; endure, 
and that John Bull will break in twain his ruling 
corporal's cane. For John is a good Christian > 
he is mild, and wishes well; he sighs over tho 
severity of his country's laws, and in his heart 
dwells Homanity, I could tell a pleasiag tale of 
that — another time 1 
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THE NEW JrENISTRT. 



Last summer I made in Bedlam the acquaintanca 

of a philosopher, who, with mysterious looks and 
whispers, communicated to me many weighty 
conclusions as to the origin of evil. Like many 
of his colleagues, he held t!ie opinion that it in- 
volved a liislory. So far as I was concerned, I 
also assented to what he assumed and declared, 
that the fundamental evil of the world arose from 
the fact tliat the blessed Lord had not created 
money enough. 

"You're light," replied the philosopher; "the 
blessed Lord was uncommouly short of funds 
when be created the world. He had to borrow 
money of the Devil, and mortgage the world to 
faim as a pledge But as tho Lord, according to 
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every law ot God acd of justice, ia still in debt 
lo liim for tlie world, common polileness of course 
liindered him from preventing liia creditor goiny 
about in tlie property and making all sorts of 
trouble and iniscliief. But the Devil, for his part, , 
is deeply interested in the preservation of thai 
world, lest he lose bis pledge, so tliat ho takes] 
good care that things do not go altogether to tha i 
devil, and the blessed Lord, wlio is not stupid by] 
any means, and who knows very well that he lias] 
his secret guarantee in the Devil's selßslmesa, 
often goes so far as to give over the wliole govcra- 1 
nient of the world to Old Nick — that is lo sa-rA 
tells liini to form a Ministry. Tlien, as n matter 
of course, Saiiiiel takes command of the armies of 
hell, Beelzebub becomes Chancellor, VitüliputzU I 
is Secretary of State, the old grandmother gets the 
Colouies, and so fortli. These allies ttien carry oii 
business according to their own evil will; but as I 
their own interests compel them to take good 
care of the world, ihey make up for tliis necessity 
by always employing the vdest means to bring 
about their good aims. Lately, they carried this , 
to such an extent that God in heaven could oo 
longer endure their rascality, and commissioned 
an angel to form a new Ministry. He of conrso 
gathered about him all the good spirits. A plea- 
eant, joyful heat again ran through the world, there 
ii'as liglit, and the evil spirits vanished. But they 
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Aid not quietly fold their claws and kick tlieir 
hoofs in idleness — no, they went to work in secret 
against all tlist wns good, they poisoned the new 
springs of health, Uiey spiiefully snapped every 
rosebud oE llie ficsh spring, they disturbed iha 
tree of life with llifir amendments, a chaotic de- 
stniclion threatened everything, and the blessed 
Lord will have, nfier all, to liand things over to tha 
Devil, so that lie, even by employiDg bad means, 
may at least keep things together. Jtiat see, nil 
that is the evil result of a debt," 

This theory of my Bedlamite friend possibly 
explains the present change in the English 
Ministry, The friends of Canning are now 
subdued — those friends, wlioni I call the good 
spirits ot England, because tlieir opponents aro 
devils, and, with the dumb devil, Wellington, M 
their head, now raise their cry of victory. Let 
no one scold poor George — he has been compelled 
to yield to circumstances. No one can deny th.Tt 
after Cunning's death tiie Wlii^ were no longer 
in condition to maintain peace in England, since 
ibe measures wliich they were in consequence 
obliged to adopt %vere constantly nullified by tlie 
Tories. The King, to whom the maintenance of 
public tranquillity — i.e., the security of his crown 
—seemed the principal thing, was therefore obliged 
to transfer tiia government to llie Tories. And 
oh ! ibey will now again, as oE old, govern all tha 




fruits of iho people's industry into tbeir o' 
pocketa; like reii^ning corn-market Jews, they' 
will be bulla ihemselves. and raise the price o: 
bread-stuffs, wliile poor Jolin Bull becomes lea; 
with hunger, and liiitiUy must sell l:ini=eU with 
body-service to tiie liiyli genilenien. And the» 
tliey will yoke liim to the plough, and lasb him, 
nud he will not so much as dare to low, for on 
one side the Dtiko of 'WeHiiigtou will threaten 
with the sword, and on tlic other the Ärcl 
bishop of Canterbury will bant; him on the bead 
witli the Bible — and there will be peace in tho 
land. 

The source of all the evil is the debt, tho 
"national debt," or, as Cobbett saya, "the King's 
debt." Cobbett remarks on this, and justly, tliat 
while lliQ name of tho King is prefixed to all 
institutions — as, for instance, the "King's army," 
•'the King's navy," "the King's courts," "tho 
King's prisons," &c, — the debt, which really 
sprang from liicse institutions, is never called 
the King's debt, and that it is the only case in 
which tJie nation has been bo much honoured 
as to have anytiiing called after it 

The greatest evil is the debt. It cannot bo 
denied that it upholds the English State, and thac 
Bo firmly that the worst of devils cannot break it 
down ; but it has also resulted in making of all 
ICngland oue vast tread-mill, where the people 
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must woik day aud ni^lit to fatten llieir creditors. 
It has made England old and grey with the cares 
of payment, and bauislied from her every cheerful 
and yotitUful feeling; and, finally — as i3 the case 
with all deeply indebted men — has bowed the 
country down into the most abject resignation 
— though nine hundred thousand muskets, aud as 
many sabres and bayonets, lie in liie Tower ol 
London, while those who guard them, the fat, red- 
coated beef-eater3, might be easily subdued.' 




IX. 



r 



THE DECT. 

When I was a boy there were three things 
which especially iut<.Tested me in the newspapers. 
I first of all was accustomed to seek, under the 
head "Great Britain," whether Kichard Martin 
had not presented a fresh petition to Parliament 
for tlie more humane treatment of poor horses, 
dogs, and asacs. Then, under " Ernnkfort," 1 
looked to see whether Dr. Schiieber had ad- 
dressed the Diet on tlie subject of the Grand- 
Ducal purchasers of Hessian domains. Tlien I 

' Heine, vho hiul no inkling ol rülititttl Economy, never 

■curni to have undurstccKl that u riitioaal dvbt (nay, bj »tiqia* 
Ulins iQiIust[7. bo a nntional bletiitij;. 
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at once attacked "Tuvkey," and read tlirou^li the 
long CLinäiauUuople, merely to fiuJ if a Grand 
Vizier bad not been hoooared with the silkcu 
noose. 

This last subject always supplied iiie with tha 
moat copious food for reflection. That a despoti 
should strangle his servants without ceremony 
seemed to me to be natural cnouqh; for I bad 
once seen, in a menagerie, how the king of beasts 
fell into such n majestic rage that he would, 
beyond question, have torn to pieces many an 
innocent spectator, had lie not been caged Iq 
a secure constitution of iro:i bars. But what 
really astonialied me was, that after the Strangu- 
lation of the old Jlr. Gitiiid Vizier, there was 
always a new one willing to become Grand Vizier 
in turn. 

Now that I am older grown, and husy myself 
more with the Kngiish tliau with their fiiends, 
the Turks, a like amazement seizes me when I 
see how, after the resignation of a Prime Äliuiater, 
another at onoe forces himself into his place 
although the new one is always a man who haa 
wherewithal to live, and who (with the excep- 
tion 01 Wellhi;^ton) is anything but a blockhead. 
Tiiis has been especially the case since the French 
Revolution ; core and trouble have multiplied 
themselves in Downing Street, and the burden ot 
business is well-nii'h unbearable. 



BNGUSH FRAGMENTS. 



395 



Affairs ot State, and tlieir manifold lelations, 
were much simpler in the olden time, when re- 
flectiug poets compared the Government to a ship 
nnd the Minister to a sleersman. Now, however, 
all is more complicated nnd entangled; the com- 
mon ship of State has become a steamboat, and 
the Minister no longer has a mere helm to control, 
but must, as responsible engineer, take his place 
below, amid the immense machinery, and anxiously 
eiaraine every little iron rivet, every wheel which 
could cause a stoppage — must look by day and by 
night into tbo blazing firo, and sweat with heut 
BTid vexation, since, through the slightest careless- 
ness on his part, the boiler might burst and vessel 
and passengers be lost. Meanwhile the caplaia 
and passengers walk calmly on the deck — ns 
calmly llutters ihe flag from its atafT; nnd he who 
sees the boat gliding so pleasantly along never 
thinks of the terrible machinery, or of the cara 
and troulile hidden in its bowels. 

They sink down to early f;rnve8, those poor, re- 
Eponsible engineers of the ICnglish ship of Stale I 
The early death of the great Pitt is touching ; still 
more so that of the yet greater Fox. Percivnl 
would have died of the usual ministerial malady, 
had he not been more promptly made away with 
by a slab from a dirk. It was the ministerial 
malady, too, wliich brought Citstlereagh to such a 
Btaie of despetatiou that he cut his throat at 
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North Cray, in ihe county of Kent. Lord Liver- 
pool in like tnfinner sank iiilo the death of mad- 
ness. We saw tlie god-like Canning poisoned by 
High-Tory slanders, and fall like a sick Atlaa 
under his world-burden. One after the other 
they are interred in Weatmiustcr, those poor 
Ministers, who must think day and night for 
England's kings; wbiie the latter, tlioughtless and 
in good condition, have lived along to the greatest 
age of man. 

But what is tlio nnnie of the great care which 
preys by night and by day on the brains of the 
English Ministers, aud kills them? It is — the 
debt, tliedehtl 

Debts, like patriotism, religion, hononr, &c., 
belong, it is true, to the special distinctions of the 
humauiiy — for animals do not contract debts — ■ 
but they are also a special torment to mankind, 
and as lliey ruin individuals, so do tiiev also bring 
entire rocea to destruction, and appeiir to replace 
the old dßstiny, in the national trngedjes of our 
day. Aud England cannot escape tliis dcätiny ; 
her Jliuisters see tlie dire catastrophe approach, 
and die iu the s^voon of despair, 

Were 1 the royal Prussian head calculator, or n 
member of the corps of geniuses, iliei; would I 
reckon in the uaunl mntjner the entiie sum of the 
English debt iu silver grosdieu, and tell you pre- 
pfsply how qiaiiy times wo cu^ld cover with theia 
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_ eat Fredeikk Street or llie entire earlh. 
But figures were never my forte, and I had ratlicr 
leave to an Englishman the desperate business of 
counting liis debts, and of calculating from them 
the reaultiug ministerial crisis. For lliis businesa 
no one is better than old Cobbett, and I accord- 
ingly communicate the following conclusions from 
ihc last number of his Rrijister, 

The conditiou of things is as follows ' : — 

1. "Tliis Goverument, or rather tiiis aristoc- 
racy and Cliiiruh; but if you will have it so, this 
Government, borrowed a large sum of money, for 
which it lias purchased many victories both by 
land and sea — a mass of victories of every sort 
aud size. 

2. " I must, however, remark by the way, on 
what occasions and for what purposes these vic- 
tories were bought. The occasion was tliat of the 
Freueh Revolution, which destroyed all aristo- 
cratic privileges and clerical tithes; while the 



> I hxTO prclDired, for reosona whjcli will be intelligibli Ut 
tboce wbo nrv dmirLiua ol cloavly follouiiig IlL'inu'B concL-plioni, 
to give an nccumtB vt-r-lan uf hia tni Halation, rather than tha 
□rii^nal. Tbe point jii qiieetion ia not Cabbvtt, but &<ljbvlt u 
IIl-Ihb andentood him. Tu ran Cubbi.'tt'B own wards in refui' 
(inie to Olio of hia own vcraiuni as given iu lliu very Rcyitler 
rcferreii to, I can Buy willi truth tlmt, " an to tliu traualntion, it 
wna origiaallj dune aX P!l<lltd^-I|)hill," though I trust it will nut 
be round, u Cubbett ndmits of liiiotelf, that " the trunitotor hu 
inade lome adJition to the Buthoritim re[i;rri.'d lo." — JN'ut« hf 
Tranltulor, 
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object was tlie prevention of a preliminary rerorm 
in England, wliicli would probably have bad, as 
its cousequeüce, a similar destruction of all aristo- 
cratic privileges and clerical titlies, 

3. " To preveat the example set by the I'rencli 
from being followeJ by tlie Englisb, it was neces- 
sary to attack the French, to impede their pro- 
gies3, lo render dangerous their newly obtained 
freedom, to drive them to desperate acts, and 
finally, to make such a scarecrow and bugbear of 
llie Revolution to the people ibat the very namo 
of liberty should suggest nothing but an aggre- 
gate of wickedness, cruelty, and blood ; while tha 
Knglish people, in the excitement of their terror, 
should go so fur as to fairly fall in love with the 
same despotic Government which once flourished 
in France, and which every Englishmnn has ab- 
horred from the days of Alfred the Great dowa 
lo those of GL-orge tlie Third, 

4. " To execute these intentions the aid of dlvera 
foreign nations was needed, and these nations were 
coDsequcnily subsidised with English gold. French 
emigrants were snstainod with English money ; ia 
sliort, a war of twenty-two years was carried on, 
to subdue that people which bad risen up against 
opistocratie privileges and clerical tithes. 

5. "Our Government, therefore, gained 'nuin- 
berleag victories ' over the French, who, as it seems, 
were always conquered ; but these, our number- 
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leas victories, were bought — tliat ia to say, tliey 
were fought by mercenaries, whom we hirod for 
this purpose, and we had iii our pay at one and 
the sntiie time whole swarms of Frenchmen, 
Dutchnicn, Swiss, ItnUans, Kussiana, Austrians, 
Bnvariaus, Hessians, Hanoverians, Prussian?, 
Spaniards, Pürtiiguese, Neapolitans, Maltese, and 
God knows how many nations besides. 

6. " By thus seeking foreign service, and by 
using our own lleet and armies, we boujfht so many 
victories over the French (the pour devils being 
without money to do business in like mannei) that 
we finally suhdued their Kevolution and restored 
their aristocracy to a certain degree, although all 
tliat could be done was of no avail to restore the 
clerical tithes. 

7. " After we had successfully finished this 
great task, und had also by means of it put 
down every Parliamentary reform in Eugland, 
our Government raised a roar of victory which 
strained their lungs not a little, and which was 
sustained ns loudly aa possible by every crea- 
ture in this country who, in one way or another, 
lived by public taxes, 

8. "This excessive intoxication of delight 
lasted nearly two years iu this once so happy 
nation ; to celebrate our victories, they heaped 
together public feasts, theatrical shows, arches ot 
triumph, mock battles, and similar pleasures. 
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wliicli cost more tliau a quarter of a millioa 

pounds sterling, and llie Huuse of Comraona 
iiuanimously voted a vast sum (I believe tlirce 
million pounds sterling) to erect Inumplial arches 
und other umuuments to commemorate the glorious 
events of the war. 

9. "Since the time of which I speak we have 
couatantly had the fortime to live under liia 
Government of the same persons who conducted 
our afTairs during the aforesiiid glorioua war. 

10. " Since that time we liave been at profound 
peace with all the world; we may indeed aasuuio 
tljnt such is still the cose, despite our little diffi- 
culty with the Turks; and therefore one might 
suppose that there is no reason in tlie world why 
we should not now bo happy. We are at peace; 
our soil brings forth its fmita abundantly; and, 
as the philosophetB and lawgivers of our timo 
declare, we are the most enlightened nation 011 
llie face of the earth. We really have schools 
everywhere, to instruct the rising generation; we 
have not merely a rector, or vicar, or curate in 
every diocese in the kingdom, but we also have in 
each of these dioceses perhaps six more teachers 
of religion, of which each is of a different kind 
fiom his four colleagues, so that our country U 
abundantly supplied with instruction of every 
kind, in order that no hnnian being of all Ihia 
happy land shall live in ignorance — aud conse- 
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euÜy our astonishment must be all the greater 
that nay one who will become Prime Minister of 
this happy land should regard the office as such a 
heavy and painful burden, 

[I. "Alaa! we liave one miBfortune, and it is 
a real miafortuue, viz., we have bought several 
vicloriea ; ihey were splendid, aod we got them 
at a bargain; they were worth three or tour times 
as much as we gave for them, as Lady Teazle 
says to her husband when she comes home from 
buying; there was much inquiry and a great 
demand for victories ; in short, we could havu 
done nothing more reasonable than to supply 
fiurselves at such cheap rates with so great a 
quantity of reputation. 

12. "But — I confess it with a heavy heart — 
we have, like many other people, harrowed the 
money with which we bought these victories as 
we wanted them, and now we can no more get rid 
of the debt than a man can of his wife, when he 
has once had the good luck to load himself with 
the lovely gift 

13. "Hence it comes that every Minister who 
undertakes our affairs must also uudertiike the 
payment of our victories, not a farthing 01 which 
has aa yet beeu counted otH 

14. "It is true that he is not obliged to see 
that the whole sum which we borrowed to pay (or 
our victories is paid down in the lump, capital 
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ami iiiten-Rt; but he must see — more's the pit 
— to the regular payment of the interest; anil 
thiB interest, reckoned up with the pay of th%. 
Briny, and other expenses coming from o 
victories, is so aignificatit tliat a man must )iave' 
pretty stroni; nerves if he will undertake t 
business of paying them. 

1 5, " At. an earlier date, before we took ^ 
buying victories and supplying ourselves 100 
freely with glory, we already had a debt of 
ruthei more than two hundred millions, while all 
the poor-ratee in England and Wales together did 
not annually amount to more than two milUous, 
which was before we had any of that burden 
which, uuder the name of dead-weight, is now 
piled upon us, and which is entirely the result 
our thirst for glory. 

16. " In addition to this money which 
borrowed from creditors who cheerfully lent it, 
our Government, in its thirst fur victories, also 
indirectly raised a great loau from the poor; that 
is lo say, they raised the usual taxes to such a 
height chat the poor were far more oppressed 
than ever, and so that the amount of poor und 
of poor-rates increased incredibly. 

1^. "The poor laxes annually increase froi 
two to eight millioas ; the poor have therefo 
as it wei'e, a mortgage or hypotheca on the Ian 
and this causes, again, a debt of six milUoi: 
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which must be added to lliose ülhur debts caused 
by our (iiission for glory mid by the parcbase of 
our victofiea. 

18. "The dead-wäight consista of annuities, 
which we paV] under tho name of pensions, to a 
muUiiude of men, women, and chUdren, as a reward 
for the servicer which those men have rendered, 
or should have rendered, in gaining onr victories. 

19. " The capital of the debt which this Govern- 
ment has contracted in getting its victories con- 
sists of about the following sutns: — 

Sams added to tlie Niilional Debt, ^800,000^000 
Sums ai]dcd to tlic iicinal de1>t for 

Poor-rates, , . . , 150,000,000 

Deu'l -weight, raukoued as capital 

of ■ debt, ]75,oOD,ooo 



;£ 1, 1 25,000,000 



That is to say, eleven hundred and twenty-five 
niiiUons, at 6ve per cent, is the sum-total of tiiosa 
annual fifty-six millions; yes, this is about the 
present total, only that the Foor-rutes Debt is not 
included in the accounla which were laid before 
Parliament, since the country pays them at once 
into the different parishes. If any one, therefore, 
will subtract that six millions from the forty-six 
millions, it follows tliat the creditors holding tbe 
State Debt, and the dead-weight people, really 
swallow up all the rest. 
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20. " The pour-rates are, however, just aa tuuoh 
II debt i>s tlie debi held by ilie Status creditura, 
and apparently sprang from tiie same eourc& 
The poor are cmslied to the earth by the terrible 
load of t&xeB; every other person has borue, of 
couree, some of the burden, but all, except the 
poor, contrived to shift it more or less from their 
shoulders, until it finally fell with a fearful weiyht 
entirely on the latter,* and they lost their beer- 
barrels, their copper kettles, their pewter plates, 
their clooks, their beds, and even the tools of their 
trades; they lost their clothes, and were obliged 
to diess ui rags — yea, they lost the very flesh 
from their bones. It was inipoasible to go fur- 
ther; and of that which had been taken from 
them, something was restored under the name of 
increased Poor-rates. These are, in consequence, 
a real debt — a real mortgage on the land. The 
interest of this debt may, it is true, be withheld; 
but were this done, the people, who have a right 
to require it, would rise in a body and demand, no 



' Tbia simllti forolbly recalls a cummoa newspaper p&niirraph 
to the following efFecti — "Ths Ri.-vtaiie it the yreat aubgect 
which inlareats Eiiglmid, aud capccially «hen lUBuciati-ii with 
tbn preueat Nmtional Debt. Not long ago an flagllBhinau 
observAd a atone roll di.wn a Btaircaap. It bumped on everj 
stall till it outiu to the battom ; there, oF omise, it retted. 
'That atone,' «id be, 'recembleB the National Dubt of my 
country ; it haa bnmped on ever; gnide of thu communis, bill 
It* wcigbt i( on tbe lowest,' " — ■^'ote bg Tranilatiir, 
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matter how, payment, of tlie whole amouDt. This 
ia consequently a real debt, and a debt which must 
be paid to the nttermost farthing ; and, as I dis- 
tinctly declare, preference will be demanded for it 
before all other debts. 

21. "It is therefore nnnecesaary to wonder al 
the hard case of those who undertake such duties. 
It would be rather a matter of astonisliment if 
any one would attempt .such a task, were it not 
left to his free will to also undertake as he pleased 
a radical change in the whole system, 

22. " To this add : The tvu ürst-mentioned debts, 
namely, the State debt and the dead-weight delits, 
were previously paid, or, to speak more correctly, 
the interest on them was paid in depreciated 
paper money, of which currency fifteen shillings 
were hardly worth a Winchester bushel of wheal, 
This was the manner in which those creditors 
were paid fur many years; bat in the year 1819 
a shrewd Minister, Peel, made the discovery that 
it would be better tor the nation should iheir 
debts be paid in actual money (at par), of which 
five shillings instead of fifteen in paper money 
were worth a Wiiicliester bushel of wheat. 

23. " The nominal gum was not to be changed. 
Tliis all remained the same; nothing was done 
save that Mr. I'eel and liis Parliament changed (Itr 
value of tlu sum,, and required that the debt should 
be paid in a kind of money of which five Shillings 



4d6 



PICTURES OF TRAVEL. 



should be of such value that they renliae so mach 
work or so much properly as fifteen ahillings of 
that ciiirenev in wliich the debts were contracted, 
and in wAicA tke inttreats of tfiose debts were paid 
during many ycirs. 

24. "From 1S19 lil! to-day the natinD lived in a 
most distressing condition, devoured by creditors, 
who are generally Jews, or, to speak more cor- 
rectly, Christians who act like Jews, and who 
were not to be brought bo easily to attack less 
overly their prey. 

35. " Many attempts were inade to moderate to 
a certain degree the change which was made ia 
1S19 in the currency, but these eSorts failed, and 
onoe came near exploding the whole system. 

26. " Here there is no possibility of relief should 
one undertake to lower the annual expenditure of 
the State creditors' debt, and of the dead-weight 
debt, and to expect such a diminution of the debt, 
or such a reduction from the country, or to hinder 
its causing great commotion, or to prevent half-n- 
million human beings, in or about London, from 
perishing of liuuger, it ia necessary chat far more 
appropriate and proportional reductions be made 
in U)ier directions before tlie reduction of those 
two debts or their interest be attempted. 

27. "As we have already seen, tliese victories 
were purchased with the view of preventing a 
reform of Parliament in England, aud to maiutaiu 
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nriatocratic privileges and clerical tithes; and it 
would be, ill consequence, a deed of cruelty which 
would cry aloud to Heaven should we take their 
lawful dues from those peraons who lent us the 
money, or if we withdrew payment from the people 
who hired us the hands wllh which we won the 
victories. It would be a deed of cruelty which 
would bring down the veu'^eance of God on us 
should we commit such things, while the profit- 
able posts of honour of the aristocracy, their peii- 
aions, sinecures, royal gifts, military rewards, and, 
finally, the tithes of the clergy remained un- 
touched. 

28. " Here, here, therefore, liea the difficulty ; 
he who becomes Minister must be Minister of a 
country which has a, great passion for victories, 
which is sufGciently supplied with them, and has 
obtained incomparable military glory ; but which, 
more's the pity, has not yet paid for these splendid 
things, and which now leaves it to the Minister 
to settle the hill, without his knowing where he 
is to get the money," 

These be things which bear down a Minister to 
his grave, or at least make of him a madninn. 
England owes more than she can pay. Let no 
one boast that she possesses India and rich colo- 
nies. As it appears from the litst parliamentary 
debates, England does not draw a single farthing 
of income from her vast, iumieasurable India ; uuy, 
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she must pay tliitber several miljions from her 
own reaources. This couiilry only benefits Eng- 
land by the tact that certain Britons, who theie 
grow rich, aid ihe indaatry arid the circulation of 
money at home by their wealth, while a Ehoi^aud 
others gain their bread from the East India Com- 
pany. The Colonies, therefore, yield no income 
to the State, require aupplies, and are of service 
simply to commerce,^ and to enrich an aristocracy. 
whose younger sons and nephews are sent thither 
as governors and subordinate ofBcials. The pay- 
meut of the National Debt falls, consequently, alto- 
gether upon Great Britain and Ireland. But here 
too the resources are not so great as the debt 
itself. Let us hear what Cohbett siiys of this : — 
" There are people who, to suggest some sort 
of relief, speak of the resources of the country. 
Tlieae are the scholars of the late Colquhonn, a 
thief -catch er, who wrote a great book to prove 
that our debt need not trouble us in the least, 
since it is so small in proportion to the resources 
of the nation ; and in order that his shrewd reader 
may gel an accurate idea of the vastnesa of these 
resources, be makes an estimate of all that the 
land contains, down to the very rabbits, and really 
Beems to regret that he could not, in addition to 
them, reckon up the mte and mic& He makes 
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hJB estimate of the value of the horses, cows, sheep, 
auckiug-piga, poultry, game, rabbits, fiah, the value 
of household stnif, clothes, fuel, sugar, groceries ; 
in short, of everything in the couotry ; and after 
he has assumed the whole, and added to them the 
vnlue of the farms, trees, houses, mines, the yield 
of the graes, com, lornips, and flax, and brought 
out of it a sum of God knows how many thousand 
millions, he struts and sneers in his sly, hra^giug. 
Scotch fashion, something like a turkey-cock, and 
laughing with scorn, a-sks people like me, ' How, 
with resouroea like these, can you fear a national 
bankruptcy 1 ' 

"The man never reflects that all the houses are 
wanted to live in, the farms to yield fudder, the 
clothes to cover our nakedness, the cows to give 
milk to quench thirst, the honied cattle, sheep, 
swine, poultry, and rabbits to eat ; yes — tlie dyvil 
take tlie contrary, obstinate Scotchman 1 — these 
things «re not where they are to be aoid bo that 
people cau pay the National Debt with the pro- 
ceeds. In tact, he has actually reckoned up the 
daily wages of the working-men among the re- 
sources of the nation ! This stupid devil of a 
ibief-catcher, whose brethren iu Scotland made a 
doctor of him because be wrote sucli au excel- 
lent book, seems to have altogether forgotten that 
labourists want their daily hire tliemselves to buy 
with it eoniething to eat aud drink. Ue might as 
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well have sei a value upon cite blood in out veins 
SB if it were Btuff lo make blooii-fuiMinjjs of I " 

So far Cobbetl. While 1 translate bis words 
into German, be bursts forth, as it in peraon, in 
my memory as be appeared during last year at 
tlie noisy dinner in the Crown and Anchor tavern. 
I see him again with bis seoidiiig red face and 
his Batiical laugh, in which the most yen omous, 
deathly hatred combined teniUly with the scorn- 
ful joy which sees beforehand in all certainty the 
downfall of hia enemies. ' 

Let no one blame me for quoting Cobbett! 
Accuse biiu as much as you please of uufairaess, 
of a passion for reviliug, and of an altogether too 
vulgar personality ; but no one can deny that ba 
possesses much eloquence of Spirit, and that he 
vi?ry oElen, as in the above assertions, is in the 
right ,'He is a chained dog,' who attücks at once 
in a ragV every one whom he doee not know, who 
uiten bites the best friends of the family in the 
legs, who always barks, and who on tliat account 

' This eompuiHon of Oobbetl to » ball-dog, " the dug of Eng- 
land," must «trike the reailet u particnlnrly ftlieitou«. CobUiit, 
indeed, uppt'sn to have entBrt.-iineJ n remsrlcitbli; HfTectiun fcii 
the ftnimal m qiiefltioTU In pj>eakiDg of dbulUbiag the baitmg 
at bolla with doga, lie liurata forth agaimt theBbulition oi "thit 
■ncieDt, hard;, cad on li-Puri tunica! sport, and of eitirpatiog a 
race of aniiaalx which are peculiar tu thi« iitaud, pvcaliarly 
chiinictpriplia i)( ita [leople." Vide O-bbHll"« S^iiter, M»y »a to 
Muj 19, iSoi. — jVoM by TraiHlator, 
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is uot tnindttd even when he barks at a real thief. 
Therefore the aristocratic thieves who plunder 
Eiij^lan'l do not regiird it as necessary to cast Uie 
Btiarling Cobbett a crust, and su atop bis mouth. 
This aggravates hiTu moat bitterly, und he aljowa 
hia l]iiiii;ry teeth. 

Old Cobbett! dog ot England! I do not love 
you, for every vulgar nature ia hateful to me,^ 
but I pity you froui my deepest sou!, when I sea 
that you cannot break loose from your cIibid, nor 
roach tiiose thieves who, laughing, sUp away their 
plunder before your eyes, and mock your fruit- 
less leaps aud aoavailing howU. 



THE OPPOSITION PARTY. 



A PRtKND of mine has very aptly compared thft 
OpposiUoti in Parliament to an opposition coach. 
Every one knows tliat this is a public stage-coach 
which some speculating company start at their 
owu expense, and run at sucli low rates tliat tiia 
travellers give it the preference over the already 



' Oolibt>tC WM pUin anil mugh, but not vulfiar. There »m 
iii'tliiiig iif tlii^ anub in hi> imliirr, nur did hu aHiNit or pMMle 
luiilUuiLf witli tiuUietiiay.^I'rafulalor. 



4>« 



PICTURES OF TRAVEL. 



established line. The latter must also pnt down 
their prices to keep passengers, but are soon out- 
bid, or rather unrieriiid, by the new opposition 
coach, ruin themaelvea by the competition, and 
Bi'e obli'^ed eveiiLually to give up the business. 
If the opposition coach has at last and after this 
fashion gnined the day. and finds itself the only 
one on a certain route, it at once puts up the 
prices, often higher than tliose of the old coach, 
and the poor passengers, far from gaining, often 
lose by the change, and moat curse and pay until 
a new opposition coach renews the old game, and 
then new hopes and new deceptions follow in turn. 

How full of blood and pride were the Whi^a 
when the Stuart pnrty were defeated and the 
Protestant dynasty ascended the English tlivone! 
Tlic Tories then formed the Opposition, and John 
Bull, the poor State passenger, had good cause to 
roar with joy when they got the upper hand. 
But his joy was of short duration. He was anna- 
nlly obliged to pay a higher and stil! higher fare ; 
there was dear paying and bad riding; more than 
that, the coachmen were very rude, there was 
nothing but joUing and bumping, every corner- 
stone threamned an upset, and poor John Bull 
thanked the Lord, his Maker, wlien at last the 
reins of the State-coach were held by other and 
better bauds. 

Uufoitunately the joy did not last long this 
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time either ; the new Opposition coachman fell 
dead from the cuach-box, others gut off cauiiously 
when the liorsee became restive, aud the old 
dnvei-3, the old courtly riders with golden apiira, 
again took their old places, and cracked away 
witli the old whips, 

I will not run thia figure of speech to the 
ground, and I therefore turn again to tiie words 
"Wlii^s" aud "Tories," which I have already 
used to iitiiicate the two opposition parties, and a 
discussion of the names will be all the better, 
since they have for a long time haaa a source of 
confusion of ideas. 

As the names of GhibelUnes and Guelfs ac- 
quired by mutations and new events, during the 
Middle Ages, the vaguest and most 0|>posite signi- 
lications, so also at a later date in England did 
those of Whigs and Tories, the origin of which 
is at present scarcely knuwn. Some assert that 
they were formerly abusive terms wliicli eventually 
became honest purty names, whiuh often haf>jieus; 
as, for instance, wlien a party iu Holland baptized 
themselves " beggars " from Its gueux, as at a 
later date Die Jacobins often called bliemi^elvea 
mtia euloUet, and as perhaps the serviles and dark- 
lanieru folks of our own time will perhaps, at 
same future day, bear* these names as glorious 
epithets of honour — a thing which, it must be 
admitted, they cannot now do. The word Whig 
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t 1b said to have signified in Ireland eomething dis- 
I 'agreeably sour,' and was tbf.'re used to ridicule 
\ the PresbvieriaDS or new sects in general, Th« 
word Torjf, wliich was used about the same 
time as a party name, signified in Ireland a 
sort of .acabbx ^'^iövea. Both nicknames becdme 
general in the time of the Stuarts, aud during 
the disputt;s between the seels and the domintiut 
Church. 

The general view is, that the Tories incline 
altogether to the side of the throne, and fight for 
the crown's privileges ; while, on the otljer hand. 
the Whigs lean towards the people, and protect 
their rights, Tlieae explanations are, however, 
vagne, and are rather bookish than practical. 
The terms may be regarded rather as coterie 
names. They indicate men who cling together 
on certain opposing questions, whose predecessors 
and friends held together on the same grounds, 
and who, through jiolitical storms, bore in common 
their joys, sorrows, and the enmity of the opposite 
party. Principles never enter into consideration; 
they do not unite on certain ideas, but on certain 
rules of State government — on the abolition or 
maintenance of certain abuses — on certain hills. 



' Saiierlip,)lirh, Thie word fts used bj HeEne sigQiü« aoor 
or crabbed, but JU cxttnponi^iit parU of tautr or fiuur, and Toj^^ 
K {xit or pipkin, seeio to refer with peculiur uplncss tu the onli* 
Duy ni»niag of "Whi|[" — kt, a Bort ui aour vrhej. 
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certain heretiitiiry questions, — no matter from 
wbat point of viüw, generally from mere custom. 
Tiie English do not, however, let themselves be 
led astray by these party names. When tbey 
speak of Whiys, they do not form in so doing a 
debnite idea, as we do in speaking of Liberals, 
when we at once biing before us men who are, 
from their very souls, sincere aa to certain privi- 
k'<,'es of freedom ; but they think of an external 
union of people, of whom each one, judged by his 
private manner of thought, wouid form a party 
by biraself, and who, aa I have already said, fight 
against the Tories through the impulse of extra- 
neous canaea, accidental interests, and the aaso- 
ciatiotis of enmity or friendship. In such a State 
as this we cannot imagine a strife against aris- 
tocracy in our sense of the term, since the Toriua 
are really not more aristocratic than the Whigs, 
and often even not more ao than the bourgeoisie, 
or middle class, themselves, who regard the aris- 
tocracy as something unchangeable as the sun, 
moon, and stars ; who see in the privileges of the 
liobility and ck>n;ry that which is not merely pro- 
litable to the State, but is actually a necessity of 
nature, and who would perhaps fight fur these 
privileges with far more znal than the aristocrats 
themselves, since they believe more implicitly in 
them, while the latter have very generally lost 
their faith. In this point of view, we must admit 
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that the spirit of the Eii|:;1iBh is Etill overclouded 
by the nigh!, of the Middle Ages — liie holy ide» 
of a citi«eii-Hke equality haa not, as yet, en- 
lightened them; aud many a ciuüeii-atatesman 
in Enj;land wlio liaa Tory teadeiiciea uught not, 
by any means, to l>e regarded a3 servile, op he 
coimteii among those servile hounds wlio could he 
free, and s[iU creep back into iheir old kenuel 
and bay the aun of freedom. 

The names of Whig and Tory are consequently 
utterly useless, bo far as comprehending the 
Britieh Opposition is concerned, and Francis Bur- 
dett, at the beginning of the session of last year, 
very correctly declared that these names have 
now lost all their significauee. On this remark 
Thomas Lethbrklge, a man whom the Lord haa 
not endowed with too much vit, made a very 
good joke — perhaps the only one of his lif^— j 
which was as follows : — " He has un-toried the 
Tories and un-wigged the Whigs," 

Far more significant are the names, " Refop- 
niers," or IJaJical Eeformerä, or, in short, " Radi- 
cals." They are geneially regarded as one and tiie 
same, and they aim at the same defects in the State 
and suggest the same remedies, differing only in tiie 
moderation or intensity of their views. The defect 
alluded to is the well-known evil manner of popu- 
lar representation, by which the so-called rotten- 
boroughs — obsolete, uninhabited places — or, to 
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Bpeak more correctly, the oligarchs to whom they 
belong, have the ri;i;ht to aenil repreEeu tat Ives for 
the people to Parliament, while great and popa- 
louB cities, among cheto many manufacmriiig 
towns, have not a single lepresentative. The 
wholesome cure of this defect ia naturally ia the 
so-called Parliamentary Reform. Tiiis, of course, 
is not regarded as an ultimate aim, but as a 
means. It is hoped that by it the people nill 
attain a better representation of its interests, and 
the aboHuon of aristocratic abuses, and help in 
their affliction. Aa may be supposed, the Heform 
— this just and moderate demniid — has its cham- 
pions among moderate men, who are aiiythiug 
but Jacobins ; and when they are called Reformen, 
it has a meaning differing, as widely m earth 
from heaven, from that of Radicals, which is [iro- 
nounced in an altogether different tone — as, for 
instance, when Hunt or Cobbett ia mentioned, oi 
any of the impnlsive, raging, revolutionary men, 
who cry for Parliamentary reform that they may 
bring about the overthrow of all forma, the victory 
of avarice, and complete mob-ruie. The shaJea in 
the coryphsei of these parties are consequently 
innumerable. But, aa before said, the English 
know their men very well ; names do not deceive 
the public, and the latter decides, with great 
accuracy, where the battle is in earnest and 
wliere it is mere show. Often, for years together, 
VOL 11. 2 u 
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the strife in Parliament is little more than an idle 
game, a toitni anient, wliere the chsmpions con- 
tend for a colour choseii for a freak ; but when 
there ia a real strife we see them all hasten, each 
man to the Say of his natural party. This we saw 
in the days of Caniuni;, The most passionate 
opponents united when it ciima to a war of 
positive interests — Tories, Whigs, and Badicals 
formed a phalanx around the bold citizen-Minister 
who sought CO diminish the pride of the oligarcliy. 
But I still believe that many a high-born Wiiig 
wlio eat proudly behind Gaiininy would have 
wheeled right-about-face to the old fox-hunting 
order had the question of abolishing all the 
privilfgea of Uie nobility been suddenly agitated. 
I believe (God forgive me the sin!) that Francis 
Burdett himself, who during his youth was one 
of the hottest Kadicals, and is not as yet classed 
among the moderate reformers, would, in such a 
case, have very quickly have seated himself by 
Sir Thomas Lethbridge. The p1el<eian Radicals 
are perfectly aware of this, and they hate, there- 
fore, the so-called Whij;s who advocate Parlia- 
mentary reform — yes, almost more liian the utterly 
hostile high Tories. 

At present the English Opposition consists more 
o( actual reformers th.in of Whigs. The leader of 
llie Opposition in the Lower House belongs un- 
questionably to the latter. 1 allude to Brougham. 



ENGLISH FRAGMENTS. 



419 



We ilaily read in the papers the reports of the 
speeches of this bold hero of I'arliameut. The 
personal peculiarities which are manifested in the 
delivery of these speeches are not so well known, 
and yet we must know them to duly appreciate 
the latter. The sketch which an intelligent 
Englisliinau has made of Brougham's appearance 
in Parliament may iia sppropiiately given here: — 

"On the first bench, at the left side of the 
Speaker, sits a figure, which appears to have 
cowered so long by the study-lamp, that not only 
the bloom of life, but even life's strength, seem to 
have begun to exhaust themselves; and yol it is 
this apparently lielpless form which attracts every 
eye in the House, and which, as it rises in a 
mechanical, automatic manner, excites all the 
reporters behind us into rapid movement, while 
every corner of tiie gallery is filled as though it 
were a massy stone vault, and the mob of men 
without presses in through both the side-doora. 
In the House below, an equal interest seems to 
manifest itself; for, as thai form slowly unfolds 
itself in a vertical curve, or rather into a vertical 
zig-zag of stiff lines joined together, the two 
zealots on either aide, who just before sought in 
crying out to check eauh other, have suddenly 
sunk hack into their places, aa thougli they had 
espied an air-gun liiiiden under the Speaker's 
robe. 
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"After tills bustle of preparatioD, and during 

the breathless stilltiess which follows, Henry 
Brougliam has slowly and with thoughtful step 
approached the table, and there stands bent 
together — hia should era elevated, his head in- 
clined forward, his upper lip aud uoatrils quiver- 
itig, as though he feared to utter a word. Uis 
external appearance, his laauuer, almost resembles 
thnt of oue of those preachers who hold forth in 
the opeu air — not a modem man of the kind who 
attracts the indolent crowd on Sunday — hut one 
of those preachers of the olden time who soaght 
to uphold purity of faith, and to spread it forth in 
the wilderness, when it was banished from the 
city and even from the church. The tones of his 
voice are full and melodious, hut they rise slowly, 
thoughtfully, and, as we are tempted to believe, 
even with difficulty, so that we know not whether 
the intellectual strength of the mau is incapable 
of maateriug the subject, or whether hia physical 
strengih is inadequate to express it His lirst 
sentence, or rather the first members of hia 
sentence — for we soon find that with him every 
sentence goes further than the entire speeches of 
many other people — come forth very coldly aud'! 
witliout confidence, and are especially so far frooii 
the real question under discussion that no oaej 
can comprehend how he will bring them lo bearn 
upon it. It is true that avery one of i. 
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sentences is deep, clear, and satisfactory in itself, 
evidently drawn with artistic selection from the 
most chosen materials; and let them come from 
what department of science they may, they still 
contain its purest ease)ice. We feel that they 
will all be bent in a determined direction, and 
that, too, with wondrous force ; but the force is 
as yet invisible as the wind, and, like it, we know 
not whence it cometh or whither it goeth. 

" But when a siifBcient number of these begin- 
ning sentences have Rone forth in advance ; when 
every lemma which hnnian knowledge can supply 
to confirm a conclusion has been rendered ser^ 
viceable ; when every exception has, by a single 
impulse, been auccessfnlly thrust forward; and 
when the whole army of political and moral truth 
stands in battle-array, then it moves forwards to 
a I ietermi nation, Grmly closed as a Macedonian 
phalanx, and inoaiatible as Highlanders when they 
charge with fixed bayonets. 

"When a leading point has been won with this 
apparent weakness and uncertainty, behind whicli, 
however, a real strength and firmness lies con- 
cenled, then the orator rises both physically and 
mentally, and with a bulder and shorter attack he 
conquers a second position. After the second he 
cunquera a third, after the third a fourth, and ao 
on until all the principles and the entire phila> 
sophy of the question m dispute ate, as it were, 




PICTURES OF TRAVEL. 

conquered, and until every one in the House who 
hiia ears to liear and a heart to feel is as irre- 
sisiibly convinced of the truths which he has juBt 
heard as of bis own existence ; so that Brougham, 
if he would pause here, could pass unconditionally 
for the ^'reateat lnf;ician of St. Stephen's ChapeL 
The intellectual resources of the ruan are really 
marvellous, and he almost recalls the old Northern 
legem! of one who always slew the first mastera 
of every branch of leamini;, and thereby became 
sole heir to all their united spiritual abilities. 
Let the subject be as it may, sublime or common- 
place, abftriise or practical, Henry Bruugham still 
undürstands it, and understands it fun dam eu tally. 
Others may rival him — yes, one or the other may 
even surpass him in the knowledge of the external 
beauties ot ancient literature, but no one is more 
deeply penetrated than he by the spirit of the 
gloriuus and glowing philosophy which gleams 
like a precious gem from the caskets left us by 
aotiquity. Brougham does not use the clear, 
faultless, aud at the same time somewh.it courtly 
language of Cicero, and his speeches are as little 
in the form of those of Demosthenes, though they 
have someihing of their colour; but he is not 
wanting either in the strongly logical conclusions 
of the Boman orutor nor the terrible words ot 
scorn of the Greek. Add to this that no one 
undersuuds better than he how to use the know 
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ledge of the day in his parliamentary speeches, so 
that they sometimes, apart from their politicsal 
tendency and signification, merit our admiration 
merely as lectures on philosophy, literature, and 
art. 

" It is, however, altogether impossible to analyse 
the clianicier of the man Thile hearing him speak. 
When he. as already described, has laid the foun- 
dation of his speech on a gyid philosophical ground 
and in the deptlia of reason ; when he, again returned 
to the work, applies to it, plummet and measure 
to see if all ia in order, and seems to try witli a 
giant's hand if all holds together securely ; when 
lie has Himly hound toi.'ether the thoughts of all 
iiearers with arguments as with ropes which no 
one can rend asunder, then he springs in power 
OD the edifice whioh he has built, he raises his 
form and his voice, he conjures the passions from 
their most secret hiding-place, and subdues and 
overwhelms his gaping parliamentary cotempo- 
raries and the whole murmuring House. That 
voice, wiiich was at first bo alow and unassuming, 
is now like tlm deafening roar and tlie endless 
billows of the sea ; that form, which before seumed 
sinking under its own wciglit, now looks as though 
it had nerves of steel and sinews of copper — yes, 
as though it were immortal and unchangeable as 
the truths which it has just a[ioken ; that face, 
which before was pale and cold as a stone, is now 
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oDimated and gleaming, as though ita inner spirit 

were still mi'thtier than the words spoken ; aud 
from those eyes, which at first looked so humbly 
at us, with their hlue and tranquil rings, as though 
they would beg our forbearance and forgiveness, 
there now shoots forth a meteoric fire which lights 
up every heart with admiration. lu this manner 
he concludes the second, the passionate or declama' 
tory part of his oration. 

" When he has attained what might be regarded 
as the summit of eloquence, when he looks around 
as if to behold with a scornfnl Uugh the admira- 
tion which he has excited, then his form ^ain 
shrinks together and his voice sinks to the most 
singular whisper which ever came &om human 
breast This strange lowering, or rather letting 
fall, of expresaiou, gesture, and voice, which 
Brougham pusseaaes to a perfection such as was 
ne\'er found in any other orator, produces a won- 
dei'ful effect, and those deep, solemn, almost mur- 
mured-out words, which are, however, fully audible, 
oven to the breathing of every single syllable, 
bear with tliem a mügic power which no one cau 
resist, even when he hears them for thu first time, 
aud has not learned iheir real signiticuuco and 
effect. But let no one believe that the orator or 
the oration is exhausted. Tliese subdued glances, 
these softened tones, signify nothing less than the 
beginning of a peroration, wherewith the orator, 
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thoimb he feels tlmt he Una iione too far, will 
again soothe his opponent. On the contrary, this 
OOntractioD of the body is no sign of weakneBB, 
and this lowering of the voice is no prelnde to 
fear and cxhauBtion ; it is the loose.hanging inclina- 
tion of the body in a wrestler who looks for on 
opportunity by which he can grasp his adversary 
the more powerfully ; it ia the recoil of the tiger, 
who, an instant after, leaps with more certain 
claws upon his prey; it is the indication that 
Henry Brougham puts on all hia armour and 
grasps his mightiest weapons. He was clear and 
convincing in his argumenta; in conjuring up tlie 
passions be was, it is true, somewhat supercilious, 
yet powerful and triumphant; now, however, he 
puts the last and lougest arrow to hia bow — he 
will be terrible in his invectives. Woe to the 
man on whom that eye, which was once bo calm 
and blue, now flashes from the mysterious dark- 
ness of its contracted brows 1 Woe to the wight 
to whom these halt- whispered words are a portent 
of the terrible fate wliiuli liangs over him ! 

" He who as a stranger visits to-day, perhaps 
for the first time, t!ie Galieiy of Parliament does 
not know what ia coming. He merely sees a 
man who convinces him with his argumenta, who 
has warmed liim with his passion, and who now 
appears to arrive, with that alrange whiapehnij, 
at a weak and impotent conclusion, stranger 1 
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wert thou acquainted with the phenoraenii of this 
House, aiid od a seat whence thou couldst see all 
the Members of Parliament, thou wonldat soon 
Toark that they are by no means of thy opinion 
BO far as concerns a lame and impotent coQclu- 
Bion. Thou wouldat see many a man whom 
party feeling or presumption has driven, with- 
out proper bnllnst or needful helm, into this 
stormy sea, and who now glances around as 
fearfully and anxiously as a sailor on the China 
Seas when be on one side of the horizon discovers 
the dark calm, which is a sure preaa^e that on 
the other, ere a minute has passed away, the 
typhoon will blow with its destructive breath — 
thou wonldst perceive some shrewd man well- 
nigh groaning, and who trembles in body and 
soul like a small bird, which, yielding to the 
fascination of a rattlesnake, feels with terror its 
danger, yet cannot help itself, and which yields 
in a miserably foolish manner to destruction ; or 
thou wonldst observe some tall antagonist who 
dings with shaking legs to the benches, lest the 
approaching storm should drive him away ; or 
thou wouldst pei'hnps even see a stalely, pursy 
representntive of some tat county, who digs both 
fists into the cushions of his bench, fully deter- 
mined, in case a man of liia weight should be cast) 
from the House, still to keep his seat and to bear 
it thence, beneath him. And now it comes — tlia 
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wordfl, which were so deeply whispered nuJ mur- 
mured, swell out so loudly that they outsound 
even the rejoicing cry of his own party ; and after 
Bome unlucky opponent has been flayed to the 
bones, and his mutilated limba have been stamped 
on through every figure of speech, then tlie body 
of the orator is as if broken down and shntteri'd 
by the power of his own soul, he sinks back 
on his seat, and the assenting applause of the 
assembly bursts forth without restraiut." 

I was never so fortunate as to be able to see 
Brougham at my leisure during the delivery of 
such a speech in Parliament. I only heard him 
apeak in frngmiints, or on unimportant subjects, 
and I seldom saw his face while so doing. But 
always, as I soon observed, whenever he be>;an 
to speak an almost painful silence at once fol- 
lowed. The sketch of him given above is most 
certainly not exaggerated. Hia figure, of ordinary 
stature, is very meagre and in perfect keeping 
with hia head, which is thinly covered with sliort 
black hair which lies smooth towards the temples. 
This causes the pale, long face to look even thinner ; 
ita miisules are ever in strange, nervous move- 
ment, and he who observes tliem si^es the orator's 
ibouglits before they are spoken. This spoils iiis 
witty outbursts ; since jests, like borrowers, should, 
to succeed, surprise us unawares. Though his 
black dress is altogether gentlemanly, even to the 
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very cat of the coat, it Bbill gives him a oertaio 
clericftl appearance. Perhaps this is owing luure 
to hiB frequent bending of the back, and the lurk- 
ing, ironic suppleness of his whole body. One 
of my friends first called my attention to this 
"clerical" appearance in Brougham's mi^nner, 
and the above sketch fully confirms the acurate- 
neas of the remark. The "hiwyer-like" in hia 
general appearance was first sugo;eated to me by 
the manner in which he continually demonstrates 
with his pointing finger, while he noda assent- 
in^'Iy with his head. 

The restless activity of the man is his most 
wonderful feature. These speeches m Parltfiment 
are delivered after he has been eight lioui-s at bis 
daily tasks, that is to say, practising law in the 
courts, and when he perliaps has sat up half 
the night writing an article for the Edinburgh 
Review, or labouring on bis improvements of 
l\ipuW Education and Criminal Law. The last- 
mentioned work, that on Criminal Legislatiou, 
witli which Biougliam and Peel are now princi- 
pally busied, ia perhiips the most useful, certainly 
the most necessary ; for England's laws are even 
more cruel than her oligarcha Brougham's cele- 
brity was first founded by the suit against tiie 
Queen. He foni;ht like a knight for this high 
dnme, and, as any one mi^ht suppose, George LV. 
will never forget the service reudeisd to his wifs. 
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Therefore, wbeo iü April last the Opposition cou- 
(liiared, Brougham did uut enter the Miuistry; 
aUhough, according to old cuatom, such an entry 
was due to bim, as leader oE the Opposition. 
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THE EMANCIPATION. 

Tauc politica with the sttipidest Kuglishiuaii, and 
he will be sure to say something sensible ; but so 
Boon as the couveräätion tnras on reliyion, the 
nioat intelligent EDglishniitn utters uothiug but 
silly speeches.^ Hence arises all that confiiaiou 
of ideas, that mixture of wisdom and nonsense, 
whenever Catholic Emancipation is discussed in 
Piirliameut, a question in which politics and re- 
ligion come into collision. It is seldom possible 
for the English, in their parliamentary discus- 
sions, to give utterance to a principle; they dis- 
cuss only the profit or loss of things, and bring 
forth facts, pro ur am. 

With mere facts there can, indeed, be much 



^ An vnUBttig opinion from a writer who has hiinitolf uttend 
UaoTo iDcinsiAtcot, nnJ iifttfn morv flippant ond qt«d no&BeniLCftl, 
rutaftrk)! i-n raligioD thui any cotempanry or pradeoensr. — 
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fighting, but no victory; they induce nothing bnt 
blows ou one or the other side ; and the spectade 
of such a strife n^miiids ua of the well-known pro 
patria conflicta of German students, the results of 
which are that so and so many lunges are ex- 
changed, and BO and so many carle and tierce 
thrusts made, and nothing gained with it alL 

In the year 1827, as a matter of course, the 
Emancipationists again fought the Orangemen in 
Westminster, and, as another matter of course, 
nothing came of it. The best "liiiters" of the 
Emancipation party were Burdett, Fluukett. 
Brougham, and Canning, Their opponents, with 
the exception of Peel, were the well-known, or, 
more correctly speaking, the uot-at-all-known, 
fox-hunting squirearchy. 

At all times the most intelligent and gifted 
statesmen of England have fought for the civil 
liberty of the Oalholics, and this they did in- 
spired as much by the deepest sense of rigiit as 
by political shrewdness. Pitt himself, the dis- 
coverer of the arm system, held to the Catholic 
party. In like manner, Burke, the great renegade 
of freedom, could not so far suppress the voice of 
his iieart as to act against Ireland. Even Canning, 
while yet a slave to Toryism, could not behold, 
without emotion, the misery of Ireland ; and at a 
time when he was accused of hike-warmness, hu 
showed, in a naively touching manner, how dc-ar 
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its cause was to him. Id fact, a great man cau. 
to att.iJa griiat aims, often act contrary to his oon- 
vicLious, and go ambiguously from one party to 
another; and, iu such cases, we must be com- 
placeut eiioiii;h to admit that he who will esta- 
blish himself ou a certain height must yield 
accordiii<;ly to circumstanceB, like the weather- 
cock on a cliurch-spire, which, though it he maiie 
of irou, wouk) soon be broken and cast dowu by 
the storm-wiud if it remained obstinately im- 
movable, and did not understand the noble art 
of turning to every wind. But a great man will 
never so far contradict his own feelings as to see, 
or, it may be, increase, with cold-blooded indiffer- 
ence, the misfortunes of his fellow-countrymen. 
As we love our mother, bo do we iove the soil on 
which we were boru ; and even so do we love the 
flowers, the perfume, the language, ami the men 
peculiar to that soil. No religion is so bad, and 
no politics so good, that they can extinguish such 
a love iu the bosoms of its devotees; and Burke 
aud Canning, though Proteatants and Turie?, could 
not, for all that, take part against poor, green Erin. 
Those Irishmen who spread terrible misery and 
uinilterable wretchedness over their fathi;rland 
are men — like the late Castlereagb. 

It is a regular matter of course that the great 
muss of the English people should be opposed tu 
the Catholics, and daily besiege Parliament for 
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the purpose of withholding privileges from the 
latter. Tliere ia a love of oppression iu human 
uature, autl when even we, as is coastautlv done, 
complain of civil inequality, our eyes are always 
directed upwards — we see only those who stand 
over us, and whose privilet,'ea abuse us. But we 
never look downwards when complaining thus — 
the idea never comes into our heads to raise to 
our level those who are placed hy unjust custom 
below us; yes, we are soundly vexed when they 
seek to ascend, and we rap them on the heai 
The Creole demands equality with tiie European, 
hut oppresses the Mulatto, and flares up in a rage 
when the latter puts himself on an equality witti 
him.' Just BO does the Mulatto treat tl<e Mi'Stizo, 
and he in turn Che Negro. The small citizen of 
Frankfort worries himself over the privileges of 
the nobility, but he worries himself much more 
when any one suggests to him the emancipation of 
his Jews. I have a friend in Poland who is wild 
for freedom and equality, but who, to this hour, 
has never freed his peasants from their serfdom. 

No explanaiion is requisite to show why the 
Catholics are persecuted, so far as the English 
clep'V is concerned. Persecution of those who 




' Hein» appeus to bare laboured under the common, bat 
smrnmi«, Euiv>peBn idi'U that a OreoU ia ooe oF miieil bloiKJ 
M of iofehi» race uiil locial poiitjon. — JVolc iy ZVuuIater 
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think differently ia everywhere a clerical mono- 
poly, and the Anglican Cliurch strongly aaserta her 
rights. Of course, tiihea are the main thing with 
her; by emancipating the Catholics she wovld 
lose a great part of her income, and the sacnBce 
of self-interest ia a talent manifested oa liltlo by 
the priests of love as by Binful laymen. Hence 
it happened that that glorious revolution to which 
England owes most of her present liberty sprang 
from religious Protestant zeal; a circumstance 
which imposes special duties of gratitude towards 
the domiuaut Church, and causts her to regard 
the latter as the main bulwark of her freedom. 
Many a fearful bouI may at present really dread 
Catholicism and its restoration, and think oE the 
flaming piles of Smithfield — and a burnt child 
dreads the fire 1 There are also timid Momljers 
of Parliament who dread a new Gunpowder Plot 
— those fear powder moat who have not discovered 
it — and so they often feel as if the green benches 
on which they sit in St Stephen's Cliapel became, 
little by little, warmer; and when au orator, as 
very often happens, mentions the name of Guy 
Fawkes, tliey cry out " Hear, hear I " as if in terror. 
As for the Hector of Göttingen, who has an ap. 
pointmeut in London as King of England, he is 
fully familiar with his policy of moderation and 
forbearance; he declares himself in favour of 
neither party; he sees both mutually weaken 
VOL. IL 2 E 
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tbemselves by corabat ; he smiles in his heredi- 
tary nmniier when they peaceably court him ; ho 
knows everything, does nothing, anii in cases of 
difficulty leaves everything to hie head catch-poll, 
Wellington. 

I trust that I may be pariJoned for treating 
ID a flippant tone a question on whose solution 
depends the happiness of England, and with it, 
perhaps directly, that of all the world. But just 
the weightier the subject, eo much the more 
merrily must we maDage it; the Uoody butchery 
of battles, the fearful wliotting of the sickle ol 
death, would be beyond nil bearing did there not 
ring out with it, and through it, deafening military 
music, with joy-inspiring drums and trumpets. 
This the English know right well, aud therefore 
their Parliament displays a cheerful comedy of 
the most unrestrained wit, and of the wittiest un- 
restraint. In the most serious debates, where the 
lives of thousands and the welfare of whole coun- 
tries is at stake, it never occurs to any one to 
make a stiff German district-representative face,^ 
or to declaim French pathetically, and their minds, 
like their bodies, act freely and without restraint. 
Jest, self-quizzing, sarcasms, natural disposition 
and wisdom, malice aud good-nature, logic and 
verse, spray forth in the freshest variations of 
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colonr, ao thnt the annals of Parliament, years 
after, afTord ub a most glorious entertainment. 
How strongly do these debates conttaat with the 
empty, bolstcred-up, blotting-paper speeches of 
onr South German Chambers, whose tiresomonesB 
deßes the patience of the most unwearied new*- 
paper reader; yes, whose very aroma auPBcea to 
scare away any living reader, so that we mnst be- 
lieve that the tiresomeness in question is a secret 
and deliberate intention to fri;;hten the public 
from roadinjj their acts, and thereby to keep them 
secret, despite their publicity ! 

If llie manner in which the En^dish treat 
the Cailiolic question in Parliament is bat liule 
adapted to produce a result, it is not the leas 
true that the reading ot tlieae debates is on that 
account all the more interesting, becnuS'! facta are 
more entertaining than abstractions, and they at« 
especially amusing when a contemporary event 
is narrated in a story-telling I'oim, which handles 
it with witty persiflage, and thereby illiisiratea it, 
it may bo, in the best possible manner. In the 
debiito on tlie Royal Speech, December 3, 1825, 
we bad in tlie Upper House one of tliese paniUol 
histories such as described, and which I here 
literally translate (»irf« " Parlinmeiitary History 
and Iteview during the Session of 1825-1 82Ö," 
pa-e3i):— 

" Lord King remarked that il England could b« 
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called floiirisiiing and happy, there were, notwltli- 
etanding, six millions of Catholics in an altogethef 
diflTefeiit coodilion on the other aide of the Irish 
Channel, and that the bad government there was 
a shame to our age and to every Briton. The 
whole worid, said Le, ia now too reasonable to 
excuse Governments which oppress their subjects, 
or rob them of a right, on account of diiTerences 
in religion. Ireland and Turkey could be re- 
garded Qs the only countries in Europe where 
whole clasaea of men were oppressed and made 
to BufTer on account of their creeds. The Grand 
Sultan had endeavoured to convert the Greeks in 
tlie same manner lu which the English Govern- 
ment had nllempted the conversion of the Catho- 
lics, but without result. When the unfortunate 
Greeks bewailed their sulTerings, and begged in 
the humblest manner to he treated a little better 
than Mohammedan dogs, the Sultan summoned 
his Grand Vizier to give counsel. This Grand 
Vizier had been forraeriy a friend, and more re- 
cently an enemy, of the Sultana. He had thereby 
euffeied considerably in the favour of his lord 
end was obliged to endure, in his own Divan, 
ninny contradictions from his own officera and 
servants. (Laughter.) He was an enemy of tba 
Greeks, The second persttn in influence in the 
Bivan was the Iteis Elfendi, who was favourably 
inclined to the just demands of that unlucky race. 
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This oEBcer, aa was well knoWD, was Minister of 
Foreign Affairs, and his policy merited and re- 
ceived general approbation. He manifested in 
this field extraordinary liberality and tnleat; he 
did much good, and would have effected mucli 
more had he not been impeded in all his measures 
by hia less enlightened colleagues He was, in 
fact, the only man of real genius in the whole 
Divan — (laughter) — and he was esteemed as an 
ornament to the statesmen of Turkey, since ho 
woa also endowed with poetic talent. Tite ICiayit* 
Dey, 01 Minister of the Interior, and tho Kapitän 
Pasha were also opposed to the Greeks ; tho luader 
of the whole opposition to the demand fur right! 
of this race was the Grand Mufti, or the html of 
the Mohammedan Faith. (LaugliLer), Thisodlcor 
was an enemy to every change. II« hod nnularly 
opposed every improvement in cümmDroa, ovvry 
improvement in justice, every iniprov(im«ot 1» 
foreign policy. (Laughter). Hit doclnmd aii'l 
showed himself on every ticcision to )i<i llm i^nat 
champion of existing abusci. He wiu iho moil 
finished intriguer in the vrhola Divnn. (I^nn^htor). 
At an earlier lima he had declared for tlio Kiiltnna, 
but he bad turned against her so loon ni li« 
feared thai he tlieruhy might loau hia si.'nt i» lltv 
Divan, and had even gone ovur to tliu party of 
lier enemies. The proposition waa ohim luu'l» to 
enlist some Greeks into the oc ular 
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troops or Janissaries, but the Head-Muftl raised 
agxiiiist t}]iB 8ucti a terrible hue-and-cry — some- 
tliing like our No-Popeiy cry — that tbose who 
nJojited tliö measure were obliged to quit the 
Divan. He gained the upper hand, and so soon 
as this was done he declared himself ia favour of 
the very cause against which he previously dis- 
played all his zenl. He took cave of the Sultan's 
cotiscieuce and of hia own; but it had been re- 
marked that his conscience was never in opposi- 
tion to Ilia iuteiests, (Litugliter), Having studied 
the Turkish Constitution with the ulmost ac- 
curacy, he had found in it that it was substanti- 
ally Mohammedan — (laughter) — and consequently 
must be inimical to all the rights of the Greeks, 
He had therefore determined to adhere firmly to 
ihe cause of intolerance, and was soon surrounded 
by MoUahs, Imans, and Dervishes, who confirmed 
him in his noble determinations. To complete 
this picture of a perfect division in (he Divan, it 
should also be mentioned that its members had 
agreed to unite on certain questions, and to oppose 
one anolher on others, without breaking up their 
union. After the evil arisiog from such a Divan 
had been Been, after it had been seen, too, how the 
Mussulman realm bad been torn, and that by their 
intolerance to the Greeks and by their own want 
of harmony, we should pray Heaven to preserve 
the fatherland from such a division in the Cabinet." 
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It requires no remarkable acuteneas to gueaa 
wlio the persons are here disguised in Turkish 
names; still less is it necessary to set forth the 
moral of the tale in dry words, Tlie cannon of 
Navariiio Lave spoken it out loud enough; and 
when the Sublime I'oi-te shall be shattered — and 
shattered it will be, despite Pera's plenipoten- 
tiaried lackeys, who oppose the ill-will of the 
people — tlien John Bull may call to mind that, 
villi changed names, the fable applies to him. 
England may already surmise something of Ihe 
kind, since its best journalists have declared 
against the war of intervention, and signified, 
naively enough, tiiat tlie other nations of Europa 
might, with equal riglit, take up tlie part of 
Ciiüioüc Ireland, and compel the British Govern- 
uiGut to a bett-jr treatment of it. They think 
that they have thereby fully refuted the right of 
interveuiioü, whereas tliey have simply illustiated 
it more perfectly and intelligibly. Of course, th« 
uaüons of Europe would have the most sacred 
right to remedy, by force of arms, the stilTerings 
of Ireland; and ihls right would soon be realised 
were nut injustice ihe stronger. It is no longer 
crowned heads, but the people themselves, who 
are the heroes of modem times, and these heroes 
have also formed iheir holy alliance. They hold 
logeiher wherever there is a question of the com- 
mon weal, or the popular riglits of political and 
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religious liberty ; tliey are connected by the Idea; 
ibey liave awoin tliemaelves to it. and bleed for 
it — yea, they themselves have become an idea — 
end therefore it runs like a sharp paiu through 
the hearts of all the people when the Idea is 
made to suffer, ttiougli it be in the uttermost 
comer of the earth. 

Eut I wauder from my topic I meant to re- 
peat old parliamentary jokes, and see ! the apiric 
of the time turns my jest to earnest. But now 
I will give Eomething merrier; that ia to say, an 
address whicli Spring Rice, ou tlie z6iii of May of 
the same year, delivered in tlie Lower House, and 
in which lie jested most admirably at the Pro- 
testant terror at the possible supremacy of tba 
Catholics.' 

"In the year 1753," he said, "there was 
brought before Parliament a Bill for the nationali- 
EQtion of Jews — a measure against which, to-day, 
iu ail tins laud, not so mucli ns an old woman 
would have a word to say, but which in its time 
provoked the moat violent opposition, resulting iq 
a mass of petitions from London and other places, 
much like those which we now see presented 
against the Catholic Bill. In the one from the 
citizens of Loudon it woa declared that, should 
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the Bill for the Jews receive legal Eanction, it 
wouli terribly endauger the Christian religion 
and iiiidenuiiie the Slate and our holy Church. 
(Laughter.) Especially -would it Jujure the in- 
terests of trade, and to qq extraordinary degree 
tlioae of the city of London. (Laughter.) 

"However, notwithstanding tliis powerful de- 
iiunciatioD, the next Chancellor of the Exchequer 
found that the dire results threatened had not 
taken place when the Jews were admitted to 
citizenship in liondon, and even to Downing 
Street. (LauL,'hter,) At that time a newspaper 
called The Artisan, in denouncing the countless 
disasters to which such a measure would lead, 
expressed itself aa follows : — ' I must beg leave to 
set forth separately the consequences of this Bill. 
There is grace and mercy in God, but none in the 
Jews, and they have seventeen hundred years of 
oppression to revenge on ua. Should this Bill 
pass we shall all become slaves of the Jews, and 
without hope of rescue, save by the goodness of 
God. The King will be subjected to Jews, and 
no longer look to the interests of the free landed 
proprietors. He wiU do away with our British 
soldiers, and establish a f-reat army entirely of 
Jews, who will force us to renounce our lioyal 
Family and be naturalised under a Jewish 
monarch. Therefoi-e awake, my Christian and 
I'roteatant brothers 1 It is not Hannibal but 
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the Jewa who are before your galea, and Üiey 

demand Uie keys of your churcli-doors.' (Long- 
continued laiigbter.) 

"In the debates on this Bill in the House, a 
bnroa from tlie West — (laughter) — declared that 
if Qaturalisation should be grflnted to the Jeura 
we should be in danger of soon seeing them in 
Parliament. They will," be said, 'divide our 
counties among their race, and sell our landed 
properties to the highest bidder.' (Laughter.) 
Another Member of Parliament was of the 
opinion that 'if the Bill should pass, the Jews 
will increase so rupidly that they will spread over 
the greatest part of England, and deprive the 
people of their laud and of their power.' The 
Member for Lomfon, Sir John Bernard, regarded 
tlie matter frum a deeper theological point of 
view, one which is repeated exactly in the late 
petition from Leicester, whose siguera reproach 
the Catholics as being desceudauts of thuse who 
burned their ancestors. ' Ami, in like manner/ he 
cried, 'the Jews are the descendants of those wlto 
crucified the Saviour, and for that are cursed by 
(Jod unto their latest descendants.' He (Spring 
Jlice) cited these instances to show that the old 
alanu-cry was as much founded in reason as the 
new outcry against the Caiholica. (Hear, hear 1) 
In the lime of tlie Jewish Bill there was published 
a jesting mock Jewish journal, in which the follow- 
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ing notice appeared i — ' Since our last uumber the 
post-coach from Jerusalem lias arriveJ. The last 
■week in the lying-iii hospital, Brownlow Street, 
twenty-five boys were pnblicly circumcised. Yes- 
terday evening the Bill for nntundising Christians 
was unanimously rejected in the Sanhedrim. The 
report of a rising of the Christiana in North Wales 
ia wilhout foundation. Last Friday the annual 
celehvaiion of the CmciGxion was celebrated with 
great gaiety throughout ihe kingdom.' 

"In this manner, and at all times, both as 
regards the Jewish and the Catholic Bills, tlie 
most laughable opposition was provoked by the 
most absurd means ; and if we seek for the causes 
of such alarms, we find that they were quite alike. 
If we investigate the causes of the opposition to 
the Jewish Bill in 1753, we find as leading autho- 
rity Lord Chatham, who declared in Parliament 
that ' he, as well ns moat other gentlemen, was 
convinced that religion itself had nothin" to do 
with this question, and that it was only Che old 
Ei/jh Church's perstcuting spirit which had suc- 
ceeded in persuading the people to the contrary.* 
(Hear, hear i) So it is in this case, and it is their 
love of exclusive power and precedence wliich 
now impels the old exalted Clmrch to stir up the 
people against the Catholics ; and he (Spring Rice) 
was convinced that many who use sucli arU knew 
Iierfectly well how little reliaii*- really iu- 
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Volved JD the liist Catholic Bill — ^just as little as in 
a Bill for regulating weights ami meaatires, or for 
determining the length of a pendulum sccordiog 
to the iiumber of its swings. There had just then 
appeared in the Hardwiek Journal, ia reference 
to the Jewisli Bill, a letter from Br. Birch to 
Mr. Philip York, in which he declared that all 
this alarm was only intended to iuJliience tha 
next elections, (Hear! and laughter.) It had 
happeueil then, even as it has in this our time, 
that a reasonable, sensible Bishop of Norwich had 
come forward in favonr of the Jewish EilL Dr. 
Birch relates tiiat the Bishop, on his return to his 
chnrch district, was for this insulted. 'As he 
went 10 Ipswich to confirm certain boys, he was 
mocked by the way, people asking him to circum- 
cise them, and it was also announced that the 
Lord Bishop would on the next Sabbath con- 
firm the Jews, and the next day circumcise tha 
Christians.' (Laughter.) In like manner the out- 
cry against liberal measures in all ages was equally 
unreasonable and brutal. (Hear, liearl) Tliose 
fears as regarded the Jews could be couipared 
with the alarm which had been excited in certain 
places by the Bill for the Catholics. The danger 
which men feared, should moi'e power be granted 
to the Catholics, was just as absurd — the power 
to work miscliief, should they be so inclined, 
could not he given them by law ia even so higU 
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a degree as tliey now poaaessed simply by their 
oppreseion. For it ia by tliia oppression that 
such men as Mr. O'Connell and Mr. Shiel hava 
become so popular. These men were not named 
to mal>e them euspidoua characters; on the con- 
trary, one ohould respect them, and they have 
deserved well of their country; but it would be 
better if power were in the laws instead of in the 
hands of individuals, no matter how deserving of 
respect they may be. The time will come when 
the resistance of Pavltaineiit to such concessions 
of justice will be regarded, not merely with amaze- 
ment, but contempt. The religious wisdom of an 
earlier age was often the subject of contempt lo 
the following generation." (Hear, heart) 



XIL 

WELLISGTOy. 



The man lias the bad fortune to meet with 
good fortune everywhere, itnd whore vor tHo 
greatest men in the world were unfurtunat«; 
and that excites us, uud mukös him hnt^iful. W« 
Bee iu him only ilie virtory of Rttipi'lily ov«r 
genius — Arthur Wellington trinmplmnl wln^ro 
KapoleoQ Bonaparte ii overwliulmcd 1 Kov«r 
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TTas a man more ironically gifted by Fortune, 
and it seems aa though she would exhibit his 
empty littleness by raising him liigh on the 
shield of victory. Furtime is a womnn, and 
perhaps in womanly wise she cherishes a secret 
grudge against the man who overthrew her former 
darling, though the very overthrow came from her 
own will. Now she lets him conquer again on the 
Catholic Emancipation question — yea, in tlie very 
fight in which George Canning was destroyed. It 
is possible tliat he might have been loved had the 
wretched Londonderry been his prtdecessor in tlo 
Ministry ; but it happens that he is llie successor 
of the noble Cunning — of the much-wept, adored, 
great Canning — and he conquers where Canning 
was overwhelmed. "W'ithout such an adversicy of 
jirosperity, Wellington would perhaps pass for a 
great man ; people would not hate him, would not 
measure him too accurately, at least not with 
the heroic measure witli which a Napoleon and a 
Canning is measured, and consequently it would 
never have been discovered how small he is as 
man. 

lie is a sm.nll nun, and smaller than small at 
tliat. Tlie Freuch could say nothing more ear* 
castic of I'olignac than that he was a Wellington 
without celebrity. In fact, what remains when 
we strip from a WeUington the field-marsliara 
uniform of celebrity ? 
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I have here given the beat apology for Lord 
Wellington — iti the English sense of the word. 
My readers will be astonished when I honourably 
confess that I once praised this hero — and clapped 
on all sail in bo doing. It ia a good story, and I 
will tell it here: — 

My barber in London was a Radical, named Mr. 
While — a poor little man in a shabby black dress, 
worn until it almost shone wiiite again ; he was 
so lean that even bis full face looked like a pro- 
file, and the sighs in his bosom were visible ere 
they rose. These sighs were caused by the mis- 
fortunes of Old England — by the impossiUliiy of 
paving the Xationat Debt. 

"Ah!" I geoerally heard him sigh, "why need 
the English people trouble themselves as to who 
reigns iu France, and what the French area-doing 
at home? But the high nobility, sir, and the 
High Church were afraid of the principles of 
liberty of the French Revolution ; and to keep 
down these principles John Bull must give hia 
gold and his blood, and make debts tiilo the bar- 
gain. We've got all we wanted out of tlie war— 
the Revolution has been put down, the French 
eagles of liberty have had their wings cut, and the 
High Church may be cock-sure that none of tbem 
eagles will come a-llying over the Channel; and 
now the high nobility and the High Church be- 
tween 'em ought to pay, any way, for the debt« 
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which were made for their own good, and not 
for any good of the poor people. Ah! the poor 
people ! " 

^Vlieiiever Mr, "White came to the" poor people" 
he always sighed more deeply than ever, and the 
refrain then waa, that bread and porter were so 
dear that the poor people must starve to feed 
fat lorda, stag-hounds, and priests, and that there 
was only one remedy. At these words he was 
wont to whet his razor, and ns he drew it raur- 
derously np and down the Btiop, he murmured 
grimly to himself, "Lords, priests, bounds!" 

But his Hadical rnge hoiled most fiercely i^ainst 
the Duke of Wellington ; he spat gall and poisoa 
whenever he alluded to him, and as he lathered 
me he himself foamed with rage. Once I was 
fairly frightened when he, while harhering away 
at my neck, burst out in wonted wise against 
Wellington, murmuring all the while, "If I only 
Lad him this way under my razor, Td save bim 
the trouble cf cutting bis own throat, as bis 
brother in office and fellow-countryman, London- 
derry, did, who killed himself that-a-way at North 
Cray in Kent — God damn him I" 

I felt that the man's hand trembled, and fearing 
lest he might imngtae, in liis exdiement, that I 
really was the Duke of Wellington, I eudeavoureil 
to allay his violence, and in an underhand m^inner, 
to soothe bim, I called up his national pride, I 
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represented to him that the Duke of Wellington 
had advanced the glory of the English, that ha 
had always been an innocent tool in the hands 
of others, that he was fond of beefatenk, and that 
he finally — hut the I^rd only knows what fine 
tilings I said of Wellington aa I felt that razor 
tickling around my throat 1 

What vexes me most is the reflection that Wel- 
lington will be as immortal as Napoleon Bona- 
parte. It is true that, in like mrinner, the name 
of I'ontiua I'ilate wiil bo aa little likely to ha 
forgotten aa that of Christ, Wellington and Napo- 
leon! It 13 a wonderful phenomenon that tlia 
human mind cnn at Uie same time think of both 
these names. There can be no greater contrast 
than the two, eveii in their external appearance 
Wellington, the dumb ghost, with an ashy-grey 
Goul in a buckram body, a wooden smile in hia 
freezing face — and by the aide of that think of 
the figure of Napoleon, every inch a god I ' 

That figure never disappears Eiora my memory. 
I still see him, liigh on his steed, with eternal 
eyes in his marble-like, imperial face, glancing 
calm us destiny on the Guards defiling past — ha 



I Thia rem&rk, in tnoh a train of u^imvnt, snegpiili ths Tact 
ihat tlelnc — not unlike Carlj'le — wua cliiell]' influcnool in bit- 
tiirical jiiilgmenU b;^ the mvto-dramntio (ic tli»triciil. Liko 
the Amsrican lulj, be would bavg been oppiwed to the Ko- 
puhliran p«rty " buCBiue Ab« Lincoln was » uglj'." — TratiJalar. 
VOL. II. 2 P 
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was tben sending them to Ilassia, and the olill 
Grenadiers glanced up at him, so terribly devoted, 
so all-conacioualy serious, so proud in death — 

* Te, Cssar, luoritnri, salataut 1 " 



There often steals over ma a secret doubfe^ 
whether I ever really saw him, if we were ever 
contemporaries, and then it seems to me as if his 
jiortrait, torn from the little frame of the present, 
vanished away more proudly and imperiously ia 
the tvviüglit of the past. His name even now 
sounds to us like a worj of the early world, and 
as antique and as heroic as those of Alexander 
and Cresar. It has alremiy become a rallying 
word among races, and when the East and thai 
"West meet ihey fmiernise on that single name, 

I once felt ia the deepest manner how signifi- 
cantly ai)d magically that name can sound. It 
was in the harbour of Loudon, at tbe India' 
Docks, and on board an Enst Indiamau just ar- 
rived from Bengal. It was a giantlike ship, 
fully manned with Hindoos. The grotesque forma 
and groups, the singularly variegated dresses, the 
enigmatical expressions of countenance, the Strangs 
gestures, the wild and foreign ring of their lan-j 
guHge, their shouts of joy and their laugliter,^ 
with the seriousness ever rising and falling oo 
certain soft yellow faces, their eyes like blacli 
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0owerä which looked at me as with wondrous woa 
— all of this awoke iu me a feeling like that of 
enchnntiiient, I was suddenly aa if transported 
into Scherezade's alory, and I thought that broad 
leaved-palms, and lotig-necked camels, and gold- 
covered elepliauts, and other fahuloiis trees and 
animals must forthwith appear. The aupercargo 
who was on the vessßl, and who understood as 
little of the language aa I myself, could not, in his 
truly English narrow-mindedness, narrate to mo 
enough of what a ridiculous race lliey were, nearly 
all pure Mohanimedauä collected from every land 
of Asia, from the limits of China to t!ie Arabian 
Sea, there being even some jet-black, woolly- 
haired Africans among tliem. 

To one whose whole soul waa weary of tlia 
spiritless West, and who was as sick of Europo 
aa I then waa, this fragment of the East which 
moved cheerfully and changingly before my eyes 
was a refreshing solace ; my lieart enjoyed at least 
a few drops of thai draught which I had so often 
lasted in gloomy Hanoverian or Royal Prussian 
winter nights, and it is very possible that the 
foreigners saw in me buw agreeable the sight of 
them wns to nie, and how gladly I would have 
spoken a kind word to them. It was also plain 
from the very depths of their eyes how much I 
pleased Lhcm, and they would also have willingly 
said something pleasant to me, and it was a vexa* 
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tioQ tbat neither uaderstood tlie other's languaga 
At length a means occurred to me of expressing 
to them with a single word my friendly feelings, 
and stretching forth my hands reverentially as if 
in loving greeting, I cried the name, "Mohammed!" 
Joy suddenly flashed over the dark faces of the 
foreif^ners, and folding their arms as reverentially 
in turn, as a cheerful greeting they exclaimed, 
"Eouapailel" 



XIIL 



THE LIBERATION. 

Should the time for leisurely research ever retam 
to me, I will prove, in the most tiresomely ftinda- 
tnental manner, that it was not India but I^ypt 
which originated that system of castes which has 
for two thousand years disguised itself in the 
garb of every country, and has deceived every 
age in its own language ; which is now perhaps 
dead, yet which, counterfeiting the nj'pearance of 
life, wanders about among us, evil-eyed and mis- 
chief-making, poisoning our blooming life with 
its corpse vapour; yes, which, like a vampire of 
the Middle Ages, sucks blood from the nations 
and light from their hearts. It was not merely 
crocodiles, who knew so well how to weep, who 
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Bprangfrom the mud of the Nile,butalao priests who 
understand it far better, and that privileged heredi- 
tary race of warriors who, ia their lust o[ murder 
and ravenous appetites, far surpass auy crocodilt^s. 
Two deeply-thinking men of the German nation 
discovered the souudeat and best counter-charm 
to the worst of all Egyptiau plugues, and by the 
blnck art — by gunpowder and the art of printing 
—they broke the force of that clerical and laical 
hierarchy wliich had formed itself from nu union 
of the priesthood auJ warrior caste ; that ia to say, 
from the so-called Catholic Church and from the 
feudal nobility, and which enslaved all Europe 
both in body and in the spirit. The printing- 
press burst asunder the walls of the building of 
dogmas in which the high priest of Itome had 
imprisoned aoula, and Konhern Euiope again 
breaihcd fri:ely, freed from the nightmare of that 
clergy which had indeed abandoned the /arm of 
Egyptian inheritance of rank, but which remained 
all the truer to the Egyptian priestly spirit, since 
it presented itself with grt-ater sternness and 
asperity, as a corporation of old bachelors, con- 
tinued not by natural propagation, but by a 
Mameluke system of recruiting. In like niiuiner 
wo see how the warlike caste has lost its power 
since the old routine of the business ia worth 
nothing in the modern methods of war. Fur the 
strongest caatles are uow thrown down by the 
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trumpet-tones of the cannon, as the walla of 
Jericho were tlirowu down of old; the iron har- 
ness of theni<:lit is no better protection against the 
leaden rain than the linen bloUse of the peasant; 
powder timkes men equal ; n cilizeu's intisket fires 
RS well as a nobleman's — tlie people rise. 



The earlier efTorts o[ uhicli we reail in the his- 
tory of tiie LomhnrJ and Tuscan Republics, of the 
Spanish Communes, and of the free C4lies in Ger- 
many and other countries do not deserve tlie 
honour of being classed aa a movement on the 
part of the people ; they were not effons to attain 
liberty, but merely liberties ; not battles for right. 
but for rairnicipal power; corporations fought for 
privileges, and all remained tised in the bonds of 
guilds and trades-utiions. 

Not uiitil tliQ days of the Reformation did the 
battle assume general and spiritual proportions.and 
then libeity was demanded, not as nn imported 
but as nn aboriginal, not as an iiilicrited but as 
an inborn, right, Priociples were brought forward 
instead of old parchments; and the peasants in 
Germany and the I'uritins in England fell back 
on the Gospel, whose texts then weie of as high 
authority as our modern reasoning.^ Yes, and 

' WliLcb diibi nut pruvcnt Heine from daewhcre reviling tlia 
Puritani ad if tlify werv the u-unt foes of humBDity and trulb. 
— ITraiufahn-. 
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even higher, since they were regardeJ as tha 
revealed reason of God himself. There it stood 
legibly written, that men are of equftl birth, that 
the pride which exalts itself niuäs be damned, 
that wealth is a sin, and that the poor also are 
summoned to enjoyment in the beautiful garden 
of God, the coninion Father of all, 

■\Vith the Bible in one hand and with the sword 
in llie other the peasants swept over South Ger- 
many, and announced to the proud and wealthy 
burglierliood of high-towered Nuremberg that in 
future no house should be left standing wiiicli 
seemed other than a peasant's house. So truly 
and so deeply had they comprehended the truth, 
Even at the present day iu Francouia and in 
Sunbia we see traces of this doctnne of equality, 
aud a shudderin]^ reverence of the Holy Spirit 
creeps over the wanderer when he sees in tlie 
moooshiue the dark ruins of castles from the time 
of ilie peasants' war. It is well fur him who in 
sober, waking mood sees naught besides; but if 
one is a " Sunday child " — and every one familiar 
with history is that — he will also see the high 
hunt in which the German nobility, the rudest 
and sternest in the world, pursued their victims. 
He will see how unarmed men were slaughterud 
by thousands; how ibey were racked, speared, 
aud martyred; and from the waviug corn- fields 
he will see the bloody peasants' beads nodding 
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mysteriously, while atxive a terrible lark is heard 
■wliiatling, piping revenge, like the piper of Hel- 
fen stein, ^ 

Tlie brothers in England and Scotland were 
more fortunate; their defeat was neither bo dis- 
graceful nor BO unproductive, and to the present 
day we see thei« tlie results of their rule. But 
they did not effect a firm foundation of their 
principlea ; the dainty cavaliers now rule again na 
before, and amuse themselves with merry tak-s of 
the etiPf old Koundheads which a friendly bard 
has written bo prettily to entertain their leisure 
liours. No social overtlirow took place in Great 
Britain; the framework of civil and political in- 
Btilutions remained undisturbed, the tyranny of 
cartes and of trade-guilds hus remuined there till 
the present day, and though penetrated by the 
light and warmth of modern civilisation, England 
is still congealed in a medieeval condition, or 
rather in the conditiou of a fashionable Aliddle 
Age. The concessions which have there been 
made to liberal ideas have been with ditliculty 
wrested from this raediißval immovahility, and all 
modern improvements have there proceeded, not 
from a principle but from actual necessity, and 
tbey all bear tlie curse of that half-way system 
which inevitably makes new exertion and new 



' Or the piper of Hamelili, so qauntly lUPg b; Cruwning I 
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conllicts to the death, with all their attendaut 
dun^era, a matter of necessity. The religious 
refoi'iutttion in England ia consequently but half 
perfected, and one finds himself much worae oft 
between the four bare prison-walls of the Eiiiscopal 
Anglican Church than in the lar^e, beautifully 
painted and softly cusliioned prison for tiie soul 
of Caiholiciam. Nor has it succeeded much better 
with the political reformation; popular represen- 
tation is iu England as faulty as possible, and if 
ranks are no longer distinguished by their coats, 
they are at least divided by diETerent courts of 
justice, patronage, right« of Court presentation, 
prerogatives, customary privileges, and similar 
fatalities; and if tlie rights of person and pro- 
perty of the people depend no longer upon aiisto- 
cratic caprice, but upon lawa, still these laws are 
nothing but another sort of leetli with which the 
aristocratic brood seizes its prey, and another sort 
of daggers wherewith it treacherously murdera the 
people. For in renlity no tyrant upon tiie Conti- 
nent squeezes, by his own arbitrary will, bo many 
taxes out of Lis subjects oa the Eugliäh people 
are obliged to pay by law,* and no tyrant was ever 
ao cruel na England's criminal law, which doily 

' BeiDe a alwny) coDiutent in ftt leuC one thing — In hU 
Qtter igaorotioa thftC Iukob return ttgun to the pcopU who pny 
tbc m. " 2'nmiUlar. 
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commits murdei' for the amouut of one shtUiog, 
and that with the coldest formalitv. Although 
many iniprovementa have recently been made in 
this melancholy state of affairs in Euylaiid, al- 
though limila have been placed to temporal and 
clericLil avaricej and though the great falsehood 
of a popular representation is, to a certain degree, 
occasionally niodißed by imnsferriiig the perverted 
electoral voice of a rotten borough to a great 
manufacturing town, and althouj;ti the harshest 
iiitulerauce ia here and there softened by giving 
certain riglits to other sects, still it is ail a miser- 
able patching up which cannot last loug, and the 
stupidest tailor in England can foresee that, sooner 
or Inter, the old garment of State will be rent 
asunder into the wretchedest of raga. 



"No man putteth a piece of new cloth unto an 
old garment ; for that -which is put in to fill it up 
taketb from the garment, and the rent is made 
worse. Neitiier do men put ut'w wine into old 
bottles ; else the bottles break, and the wine run- 
neth out, and the bottles perish ; but they put new 
wine into new bottiea, and boih are preserved," 

The deepest truth blooms only from the deepest 
love, and hence comes the harmony oE the views 
of the elder Preacher in the Mount, who spokd 
against the aristocracy of Jerusalem; and those 
later preachers of the mountain, who from the 
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Bummit of the ConveDtion in Paris preaclied a, 
tri-coloured gospel, according to wliicli not merely 
the form of the Stnte but all social life sliould be, 
not patclied, but formed anew, nnd be not only 
newly founded, but newly born, 

I apeak of the French Revolution, that epoch 
of tlie world in which the doctriuea of freedom 
and of equality rose so triumphantly fram those 
universal sourcea of knowledge which we call 
reason, and which must, &s an unceasing revsta- 
tiott,5dLiöh repeats itaeif in every huiuan head 
nod founds a distinct branch of Icnowledge, be far 
preferable to that transmitted revelaiion which 
makes itself kuowu only in a. few of the elect, and 
which can only be bdiinied in by the multitude. The 
privileged ariatocracy, the caate-systeni, with their 
peculiar rights, were never able to combat this 
loflt-uientioned sort of revelation (which ia itself 
of an ariitocratie nature) so aafely and surely as 
reason, which is democratic by nature, now does. 
The history of revolutiou is the military history 
of this strife, in which we have all tiiken a greater 
or lesser part; it is the figh ^ to the deat h with 
Egyptian iam. 

Though the swords of the enemies grow duller 
day by day, and though we have already conquered 
the beat positions, still we cannot raise the song 
of victory until the woik ia perfected. We can 
«nly during the ni^ht, between battles, when 
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there are armiatices, go forth with the lautem 

on the field of deaüi to bury the dead. Little 
avails the short burial-service ! Calmnoy, the vile 
insolent spectre. Bits upon the noblest graves, 

Oh that the battle were only with those heredi- 
tary foes of truth who ao treacherously poison the 
good uanie of their enemies, and who even humi- 
liated that first Preacher of the Mouut, the purest 
hero of freedom; since, when they could do longer 
deny that he was the greatest of men, they made 
of him the least of gods 1 lie who fights with 
priests may make up his mind to have his poor 
good name torn and befouled by the moat in- 
famous lies and the most cutting slanders. But 
aa these flags which are most rent, or blackened 
by powder-smoke in the battle, are more highly 
prized than the whitest and soundest recruiting 
bniiLcrs, and as they are at last laid up as national 
relica in cathedrals, so at some future day the 
names of our heroes, the more they are torn and 
blackened, will be all the more enthusiastically 
honoured in the holy Saint Genevieve Church of 
Freedom. 

The Uevohition itself has been slandered, lilte 
its heroes, and represented aa a terror to princes, 
aud as a popular scarecrow in libels of every 
description. All of the so-called "horrors of the 
Revolution" have been learned by heart by 
children in the schools, and at one time nothiu^f 
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was seen in tbe public fairs but harshly coloured 
pictures of the guiUotine. It cannot be denied 
tliat this machine, which was invented by 
Monsieur Guillotin, a French physician and a 
great world ortiioptedist, and with which the 
stupidest heads are easily separated from evil 
hearts, this most excellent and wholesome 
machine has indeed been applied rather fre- 
quently, but still only ia incurable diseases; in 
Buch coses, fur example, as irenchery, falsehood, 
and weakness; and the patients were not for a 
long time tortured, racked, aud broken on tha 
wheel, as thousands upon thousands of vilaina, 
citizens, and peasants were tortured or racked, and 
broken as roluritrs, on tbe wheel, in the good old 
time. It is, of course, terrible that the French, 
with this machine, once even amputated the head 
of State, and no one knows whether they ought 
to be accused, on that account, of parricide or of 
suicide; but, on more moderate and thorough 
reflection, we find that Louis of France was less 
a sacrifice to passion than to circumstances, and 
that those men who forced the people on to euch 
& sacrifice, and who have themselves in every age 
poured forth princely blood far more abundantly, 
should not appear solely as accusers. Only two 
kings, both of them rather kings of the nobilJty 
than of tlie people, were sacrificed by the people, 
aud that not in a time of peace, or to Eubservs 
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petty interests, but in the exlrcmest ncGds of vrar, 
when they saw tliemselvea betrayed, and when 
they least spared their own bloud. But ceitaiuly 
more than a thousand princes were treacherously 
Blair, on account of avarice or frivolous interests, 
by the dagger, by tlie sword, and by the poison of 
nobility and priests. It really seems as though 
these castes regarded regicide as one of their 
privileges, and therefore bewail the more selSahly 
the death of Louis XVI. and of Charles L Oh 
that kings at last would perceive tiiat they could 
live more safely as kings of the people, and pro- 
tected by the law, than under the guard of their 
noble body-murderers I 

But nut only have ihe heroes of onr Revolution 
and the Revolution itself been slandered, but even 
our entire age has been parodied with untieard-of 
wickedness, and if one hears or reads our vile 
traducers and acornors, then he will learn that 
the people ore the canaille — the vile mob — that 
liberty is license,' aud with heavcu-bent eyes 
and pious siyhs our enemies complain and bewail 
that we were frivolous, and iiad, alas ! no religion. 
Hypociiiical, dissembling Boula, who creep about 
bent down beneath the burden of their secret 
vices, dare to viiify an age which is, perhaps, 

' Dua die Freiheit beint FrecbelL 
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holier than any of its predecesaora or sucwssora 
— an age that sacrifices itself for the sins of the 
past and for the happiness of the future — a 
Messiah anioug centuries, wliich could hardly 
endure its bloody crown of thorns and Iieavy 
cross, did it not now and then trill a. raeny 
vaudeville and crack a joke at the modem 
Pharisees and Sadducees. Its colossal pains 
would be intolerable without such jesting and 
persiflage! Seriousness shon-s itaelf mure ma- 
jestically when laughter leads the way. And 
the age in this shows itself exactly like ita 
children among the French, who have written 
friglitfully frivolous books, and yet have been 
very strong and serious when strengtli and 
seriousness were necessary ; as, for instance, 
Laclos, and even Louvet de Couvray, wlio both, 
when it came home to them, fought for freedom 
with the boldness of martyrs and with self- 
sacrifices, yet who wrote very trivially and lasci- 
viously, and alas 1 had no religion ! ' 

As if freedom were not as good _^ xeligion aq 
any other ! And since it is ours, we may, measure 
ing with the same meter, declare its contemners 
to he themselves frivolous and irreligious. 

Yes, I repeat the words with which I opened 



' Ttiti "Cheralicr de Fsublu," of Louvtt do Couvnv. va 
pnbkblj meLnC lot > bitter ntln on the age. — Trani!ator. 
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these pages — freedom is a new religton, the reli- 
gion br our age. If Christ be no longer the God 
of tluB religiou, he is, nevertheless, cue of its 
high priests, and his nnnie shines consolingly 
into the hearts of tlie younger believers. But the 
i"rench nra the chosen race of the new religion ; 
the first gospels and dogmas were penned in their 
language. Paris is the Kew Jerusalem, and the 
Ithine is the Jordan which separates the land of 
Lberty fioui the country of the Philistines. 



CONCLUSION. 
Written Novkubbr 39, 1830 

It was in depressed times in Germany — times 
wiiiuh were uniler arrest — when I wrote the 
second volume of the "Pictures of Travel," and 
had it printed as I wrote. But before it appeared, 
Bomelhiiig relative to it was whispered about ; it 
was said that my book would encourage and 
awaken the cowed-down spirit of freedom, and 
that measures were being token to suppress it. 
When such rnmoura were afloat it was advisable 
to bring out the book as quickly as possible, and 
to drive it through the press. As it was neces- 
sary that it should contain a certain number of 
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leavea, to escape the reqiiiaitinns of tlie eminenily 
estimable cenaorahiii, I followed the example of 
Benvenuto Cellini, who, wlien lie, in foiuidiug 
his " Perseus," fouiKl liimself sliort of bronze, to 
BUjiply the deficiency, and to fill up the mould, 
Llirew into tlie melted metal all the tin plates 
which he could find. It was, beyond question, 
ensy enough lo detect the ditiereuce between ilie 
tin^especially the tin termination of the book — 
and the bellev biouze,' but any one who under- 
stood the business would not betray the secrets of 
the workman. 

But ns everytiiini; in this world is liable lo 
turn up again, so it came to pass that, in tiiis 
very volume, I found myself ngaia in the same 
Bciape, and I have been obliged to aj^nin throw 
some tin into ihe mould — let me hope that this 
renewed mehin;^ of baser metal will simply l;e 
attributed to tlie pressure of the times. 

Ah I the whule book sprang from the pressure 
of the time:::, as did the similar tendency ot 
eailier writings. Tbi; nioie intimate friends of 
the writer, who are ntquaiiited with his private 
circumstances, know well how little his own 
vanity forced him to the tribune, and how great 
were the aaciilices wliich he was obliged to make 



1 Bronze la not moro vilonblo then lin. Wh»t Heins reollj 

hui In hii mind here wni thf Dunialdorf atiitue, wbicb wli eki^l 

out with silver TranilulOT. 

VOL. II. 2 G 



FIcrUKES OF TRAVEL. 



ftr tfwy iadependeot wurd vhicli he has spoken ' 
sinw tlieti, ud — if God wUU — which he etill 
anms to Spctik. Now-a-dnys a word 13 a deed 
w twine ooDseqneDces canuut l>c measured, and no, 
enc kaows vheibez be vaty not eventnally 8;»j 
pMr n Uood-witneaa for every word. 

F«r ft«» I i*ve wailed in vniu for Uie words I 
•C tkee boM orators vho ouce in the meetings 
ti the Gennui Burschen ^cliaCt so often cluimed 
wbo so xffn overwhfhned me with 
rheiwical talent, and spoke a lan<;iinge 
«fakvo so oft lefure ; they w<^re ibuii so forward 
is aniBe— thejr ue now so backward in silenct^.' 
B«« ihrj then reviled the French and the 
SwiAtn) Bibcl, and the on^Gennan fiivoloiis 
tt mj PW 8 of the Fatherland who praised FreDch- 
don. Tlat praise verified itself in the gr«at 
wtAt 

Ah. the great week of Paris ! The spirit ol 
(Mtdoa^ wliich was wafted licence over Gennany, 
«pMI. «t comsp, here and there, scnie ni^ht- 
1b»(k, so that the red curtains of sundry thtones 
Iwlc fire, and go]<]en crowns grew liol under 
Ufeabg itiftUt-cBbS ; but the old catch-polls, in 
«Imw the royal police trusted, are already bring- 
tag «Ml tbe fir»-buckets, nnd now scent around 
•U tbt Mkom suspiciously aud furge all the mora 
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firmly tlieir secret chaiiia, and I mark well that 
a far more impenetrable prisau vault is lieJpjj 
arched over the German people. 

Poor imprisoneil people! be not cast down in 
your need. Oli tliat I eoulj speak cutapultal 
Oh that I could shout falaricna from my heart ! 

The arislocradc icy coat of reserve mtltä from 
my lieart, a strnti^'e sorrow steals over lue — ^U it 
love, and naui-ht save love for the Oennaii race f 
Or is it sickness ? — my soul quivers and my 
eyes bum, and that is an uufovtunate occitrrenco 
for a writer, who should conimatid his material 
and rumain nicely ubjective, as the schools of art 
require, and as Goethe iiiuisBlf did — he yrew to 
be eighty years old in bo doing, and a minister, 
and opulent at that — poor German race I that ia 
tiiy greatest man ! 

I still have a few octavo pages to fill, and will 
do fio with a story — it has been floating in ray 
bead since yesterday — a story fiüm the life of 
Charles the Fifth,' But it is now a long time 
since I beard it, and I no longer remember its 
details with accuracy. Such things are easily 
forgotten, if one does not receive a regular 
salary for reading them every half-year fn-m liia 
lecture books. But what does it matter if the 
iiames of places and historical dat<is are for- 

' Tliii ii Inure crractly gWr-n in the Frenoli reni-in M "(mn 
Ule lilu ul Um Eaiyiiul Maiiuiiliau." — tierman KdUur. 
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gotten, 80 loii^ B3 their inner sigoiGcancQ or 
their moral remains in r man's memorj- i Tliia 
it is which really stirs in my soul and mourn- 
fully moves me even to tears. I fear lest sick- 
ness shoul'i overpower me. 

The poor Emperor was captive to his enemißa, 
anil lay in stem imprisonment. I believe thut 
it was iu Tyrol. There he sat in solitary sor- 
row, abandoned by all his knights and courtiers, 
Rud no one came to his aid. I know not if hd 
already had in those days that pale conipiexioii, 
like cheese, wilh which Holbein portrays him. 
But the misanthropically scornful under-lip pro- 
truded, heyoniä question, even more markedly 
then llian in his pictures. He must have de- 
spised the beings who fawned and wagged around 
liim in the sunshine of prosperity, and who left 
him now in dark and bitter need. Suddenly 
the prison door opened, and there entered a man 
wrapped in a cloak, and when it was cait asidt; 
the Emperor recognised in the visitor his trusty 
Kunz von der Kosen, the court-fool. This one 
brought him consolation and couuael — and it 
Wiis the court-fooL 

German Fatherland I dear German race ! I 
am thy Kunz von der Rosen. The man whose 
real ofhce was pastime, and who only made thee 
merry in better days, forces his way into thy 
prisoD in time of need ; here, beneath my 
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mantle, I bring thee thy strong sceptre and the 
beautiM crown ; dost tliou not remember me, 
my emperor? If I cRimot free thee, I will at 
least console thee, anJ thou shouldst have soma 
one by thee who will tulk with thee about thy 
all too pressing oppressions, and will wiike up 
thy courage, ani] wlio loves thee, and whose best 
joliea and best blood are ever at thy service. 
Fur thou, my people, art the tvue emperor, the 
true lord of the land ; thy will is sovereign and 
far more legitimate than that purple Tel tat notre 
jilaisir, who grounds his claim upon a divine 
right, without any better guarantee than the 
quackery of shaved and shorn jugglers ; thy will, 
my people, is the only righteous source of all 
power. Yea, even though thou liest down thera 
ia fetters, thine own good right must prevail at 
laatj the day of freedom draws near, a new time 
begins — my emperor, the night ia over, and the 
red light of morning gleams without 

"Xuuz von der Kosen, my poor fool, thoa 
errest. Thou host mistaken the ahining axa 
of the executioner for the sun, and the morning- 
red is notliiug hut blood." 

" No, no, my emperor, it ia the sun, though 
it rises in the West — since six thousand years, wa 
have always seen it rise in ihe East — it is high 
time that it for once made a changi.' in its course." 

" Kunz von der Hosen, my fool, thou ha^t 



470 



PICTURES OF TRAVEL. 



lost the Mh from thy red cap, and it now lias 
Buch K strange look, that red cap I " 

" AJi, my emporor, in your distress I have 
shakeQ my heaJ iu such mad earnest that the 
fools bell fell from my cap; but it is noua Lb« 
wurse for that 1 " 

"Xuns von der Kosen, my fool, what is it 
bi-eakiiig aud cracking witlioiit there?" 

"Hush — silence! it is the saw and the car- 
peuter's axe. and the doors g£ your prison will 
euou be broken iu, aud you will be free, my 
emperor 1 " 

" Am I then reuUy emperor ? Ah, it is ouly 
the fuul who telia me sol" 

" Oh 1 do not ßi^'h so, my dear, dear lord ; it is 
the air of the dungi'ou which so dis[jirits yuu ; 
when you shall have regained your power, you 
will once more feel the bold imperial blood iu 
your veins, aud you will be proud as an ctuperor, 
aud arrogant, and gracious, and unjuit, and smil- 
ing, and imgrateful, as princes are-." 

" Kuuz von der Bosen, my fool, when I am 
a<;aiu free what wilt thou be doing ? " 

" I will sew new bells ou my cap." 

" And how shall I reward thy fidelity i " 

" All I dear master — do uoC sufTtir me to be 
put to death 1" 
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